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ON THE 



GENIUS AND POETRY OF COWPER. 



In presenting to the public the firet Complete 
Edition of the Works of Cowper, it is thought 
desirable to prefix tp . the ^Ppe^cal volumes a 
short dissertation od ^jja^^oius and Poetrj^ 
It is true that crititiispisf: t^und which have 
nearly the same oi>)ec$iV '^^ is .true also that 
some of these critudsm^^r^^ol a very high order 
of excellence. But perhaps their very number 
and merit supply a reason for adding at least 
one to the catalogue. The observations of the 
different Reviewers are scattered over so large 
a number of volumes, und these volumes are 
many of them, either of so expensive or so 
ephemeral a character, that an essay which en- 
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deavours to colteet these cviiiokuias latQ a. iocui^ 
and preseirt tihotn at ouce tb the eye of tb^ 
reader, tsr &r from stj^erfluous. And the {irer 
sent critique 'pretends to ttttle moi?e thaq>tl)i^ 
accompHshmetit -tS thu object The winter i^ 
not ashamed to profit from the labour and geni^ 
of his predecessors in the same course, and to 
let them say for him, what he could not' say so 
well for himsell 

With this apology for what might otherwise 
be deemed a work of supererogation, we enter 
upon the proposed imdertaking. 

And here we- must begin by ohser^wg that 
it is impossible not to be struck with cer- 
tain peculiarities in the history of Cowper, 
as connected with his poetical productions. 
Although, as it has been truly said of him — 
" bom a poet, if ever there was one,"-— thinking 
and feeling upon all occasions as none but a 
poet could, expressing himself in vear&ie ^^th 
almost incredible facility, it does not.appaBj; 4^ 
Cowper, betweeki the ages of fourteen, ^a^d 
thirty-three, produced any thing beyond <tb|s 
most trifling spedmeiis of his art The <»^y 
lines charaeteristic' of his. geni«Ki: and pi^pu- 
liarities as a pdet, and wUch, though compos^ft. 
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scia'^fitsiK^ttf iDCTO*tlHiathiil3fy«tf6 from the 
^lit^ttoti of <' The TasV hiKve sq intiioate a 
reMmbimiae to k as to aeeoBr to be a page out 
df'the same (folume, are.&oBe wiitten at the 
ag& at eigbtben, on finduig the heel of an old 

'.' This ponderoas h«el of perforated bide. 
Compact, with pegs indented, many a row, 
Haply (for such its massy form bespeaks) 
'*' V r* Tbe we%hty trsad of some mde peasant elown 
v^m . Vii^fe: on this supported, oft be stretched. 

With uncouth strides, along the furrow'd glebe. 
Flattening the stubborn clod ; till cruel time, 
i .1 . J .^ What will not cruel time t) or a wry step. 
' 'f ditr«r*d ih^ strict oohesioa ; when* alas ! ^ 

I . 1 ,, .{if who could erst, with even, equal pace, 
Pursue his destin'd way, with symmetry. 
And some proportion form'd, now, on one side, 
" ' " ' Ctotail'd and maim'd, tlie sport of yagrant boys, 
«^i . : . Cursing bis firail supporter, treacherous prop ! 
», ' With toilsome steps, and difficult, moves on." 

A few'Hgfat and agreeable poems, two hjimns 
if^ktm at Hun^gdon, with about sixty others 
'«ompo0ed at Ohiey^ are ahnost the only Itmown 
^detkal prodootions of his pen between the 
yettB 1^49 and 1782) at which last period be 
^ommittod Ins Tohime of' poems in rhyme to the 
'pv6iB$: Th0ie are examples in the physical 
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worlds of imouiit*iHs:9«]io8ii|g(M coIdlifif» jod 
quietndaft jbcagw; aad^'at kngth, widttiut: any 
appaendy new stiiuillufl^ awaking tnm .^ir 
slumber, and* (Muffmg the smTaumding vine^ 
yturds widi slxeams of fire. But: it x^* we fae^ 
lieve^ an uidieard*of poetical phenomenon^ for a 
mind tettnii^ with such tendeneies i|Bd capaM 
bilides^as that of Cowper, to sleep dsrough si» 
long a period^ and, at length, suddenly to awake, 
when ilhuess and age might seem tohave^Jaid 
their palsying hand upon its en^^s^ and' at 
onee to erect itself into poetical life and sopre** 
macy. In general, the poet either ^InfiSLia 
numbers,' or begins to put forth his Mddm 
powers under the exciting infliMoee of some 
new passion or emotion— such as love, feai^ 
hope, or disappointment But, how wide of 
this was the history of Cowper I In Us eaipe^. 
the musd had no infancy, but sprang fiill armed 
from. the brain of the poet . . 

But) if llie. tardy developement .of the paetieail 
powers q{ our Audnor was one pecnliaiity inhia 
ease^ die, soiddenneas and oompletoiesB el the 
developement, when it did take place, was, under 
his ciscumatances, a still greater subject ciwax^i 
prise. In the account of his life we leam, that, 
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after qufittiiig Westmbuter school,. Jit theiage 
cifi«igliteeii^ b^-spenttithree yesES in a weliatojfB 
offide;iaiBd poaBed/from tiunee, at Ab age of 
twenty^me^ .inta^Q^Ambers in Ibe. Inner Templa 
Soon alter this events ho says of' himself ^i 
was* stinid^i'.nott.long. after mysefelleBBent in 
tkeiTettqBlo, mth anch a dejeetioa of aptnta^ 
as nane>tfaiit thoy who ha^o felt the aamoioan 
h«ro.'.ihe loaat ccmc^tion o£ .. Day and night 
I)tiwa8«tu{MHi the rack, lying dovn. in horror} 
Tmng}upiai4eBpsax. I presently ket aU reUrii 
tmribs sindie&ito which before I had been elosely 
attaelpBd. The elaaaios had no longer any chann 
iBvtmei I had need of somediing more tolitUMry 
than- amusenenty but I had no one to dbeet 
me where* to find it" This dejection of. wioA, 
as our readers are aware, led him onward from 
d^prtii ti» depth of misery and despair, till at 
Inigtbhe was heme away, helpless and hopeless, 
in the year 1768^ to an asylum iotr insane 
patiestq at St AlbiiDS. Released from the 
awfiil grasp of a peorverted hnagination, chiefly 
by 'tbe power of that religion, idiidi, in spite 
of every feet in his histos^, has been, mth ma- 
lignant hatred to CSnistianity, charged as the 
cause ofhis madiiess, he spent the two happiest 
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yom:^ of his . life at Huntingdon. After tlii$,> 
he retured Mrith the Unwin family to Olney^ 
in Buokinghamshire ; and there, after- passings 
throtigh the most tremendous mental confliotsy* 
saDk again^ into a state of despondency ; from; 
widch he at length awoke, {if it might be calledr 
awaking,) not indeed to be freed from his delu^ 
aions^ but, whilst under their dominion, to'de^' 
ligiht, instruct, and astonish mankind, with some 
q£ the. most original and enchanting poems in 
any language. The philosophical work of 
Browne, dedicated to Queen Caroline, • and 
composed, as the Author says, by a man who had 
loat:his>^ rational soul," has been always reputed 
the ) miracle of literature. But Browne's case 
is scarcely more remarkable than that of Cowper. 
That a work sparkling with the most childlike 
gaiety and brilliant wit; exhibiting tlie most 
dieeiiiil views of the character of God, the fiice 
of nature, and the circumstances of man, should 
proceed from a writer who at the time r^ardad 
^^rod as an implacable enemy; the earth we li^re 
% on, as tbe^ mere porch to a world of punishmeml; 
and human life, at least in his own case, as the 
cloudy morning, of a day of intecminaUe aar 
guisb — all this is to be exjdaiaed . only l^ thefact 
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tbfti madness diwiainB all roles, and reconciles 
all eontrariedea. His history supplies an ex* 
am{dfi, not^tbout its parallel, of a mind — ^Kke* 
seme'weapon drawn from its sheath to fight a 
perticnlar battle» and then suspended on the 
^BaDa agidn**-*call6d forth to accomplish an im« 
pottaat end, and then sent badL again into ob* 
scs^tjy. And it is no. less an evidence, amongst 
aithoiidand other instances, that our heaveidy 
Father ^in juc^ment remembers mercy;'' and 
bestoiws this mitigation of the heaviest of all 
mladies,. that those exposed to- its deadliest 
influence and themselves denied all access to 
tiDS.Mght sources of happiness, are sometimes 
pmileged to pour the streams of consolation 
oevef* .tiie path of others. How truly may it be 
aaidiof such persons, ^Sic ixm^ non vobisj tnellvfi' 

■i M^bX^ whilst we speak of certain peculiarities 
iuiihe case of Cowper, as calculated to destroy 
all reafionaUe expectation of such poemsas he 
hai3 given to the public, we are not sure that 
these very peculiarities have not assisted to 
sdpjdy his poetry with some of its eharaeteristic 
and most valuable featiu^s. Among tiie .qnali'- 
tied, for example^ by irhidi his oompositionB effe 
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diJBlinguished, are those of strong sense — mode-^ 
ration on all the subjects most apt to throw the 
mind off its balance — ^maturity in thought, rea- 
soning, and imagination — ^fiilness without in- 
flation — ^tihe "strength of the oak without its 
nodosities" — the ** inspiration of the Sybil with- 
out her contortions" — the most profound and 
extensive views of human nature. But perhaps 
every one of these qualities is oftener the growth 
of age than of youth ; and is rather the tardy 
fruit of patient experience than the sudden 
shoot of untrained and undisciplined genius. 

In like manner, tiie poetry of Cowper is cha- 
racterised by the most touching tenderness, by 
the deepest sympathy with the sufferings of 
others, by a penetrating insight into the dark 
recesses of a tempted and troubled heart But 
where are qualities such as these so likely to be 
cultivatied as in the shady places of a suffering 
mind, and in the school of that stem mis- 
tress who teaches us "from our own, to melt at 
othenf woe," and to administer to others the 
medicines which have healed ourselves? A 
celebrated physidan is said to have inoculated 
himself with the virus of the plague, in order to 
practise with more efltesicy in th^ xAae of others. 
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Such voluntaiy imtiation in sorrow was need- 
less in the ^ase of Cowper ; — another hand had 
opened llie wound which was to fiuniliaiize him 
with the deepest trials of suffering humanity. 

It is time, however, that we should proceed to 
consider some of the claims of Cowper to the 
character of a poet Large multitudes have 
found an almost irresistible charm in Us writings. 
In what peculiarities does this powerful influence 
n^ainly reside? 

In order to reply to this question, we would 
first diredb the attention of our readers to the 
constitution of his mind 

And here we may enter on our work by ob- 
serving, that almost all critics have regarded an 
ardent love of nature as a eini qud non in the 
constitution of a poet And nature, surely, 
never had a more enthusiastic admirer th^ 
the Author of the Task. How feelingly does 
he write on this subject ! 

" I have loved tbe mnd walk through lanei 
Of grassy swarth« dose cropped by nilAliiig sheep. 
And skirted thick with intertextare finn 
0£ thorny houghs ; -have loved the rural walk 
O'er hills, through vaQeys, aad by river^s birmk, 
£'«riaince^ a tnumt boy, I passM my boitidv, 
V «ojoy a ramble on the baiiks of Thamef. 
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WbeQ Homer describes his shs^ml as eoo- 
templating the heavens sAi earth by the light 
of lire moon and stats, and sayB» whh his' ac* 
customed simplidty and graee^ — ^^ The faeart.tif 
the shepherd is ghid;" our Author might jkeem 
to have sat for the jportrait Although ^inaof 
quainted with nature in her sublimest aspeet^ 
every point in creation appears to have a duam 
for him. To no lips would llie steam of ainotber 
poet be more appropriate. « ^ 

" I care not, fortune, what you me deny ; . 
You cannot rob me of free nature's grace ; 
You cannot abut the windows of the sky, 
Throngh which Aurora shows her brightening face ; 
You cannot bar my constant feet to trace 
The woods and lawns by living stream at eve.'' 

It is trae» that every enthusiastic lover of 
nature is not a poet : but a man can scarcely 
viae to the dignity of that high office who has 
not a touch of this enthusiasm. Poetry is es^ 
sentially an imitatiye art; and he who is no 
lover of nature loses all the finest sulyects of 
imitation. On the oontrary, thb attachmeait, 
especially if it be of an ardent character, sup- 
plies subjects to the muse every wheri^* 
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Winter or suinm^, the vildeniess and the 
ganlen, the cedar of libanufl, and the hyssop 
on the wall; all thai is dull and inaloquent to 
another has a voice for him, and rouses him to 
think, to feel, to admire, and to qpeak. The 
following lines are said to have been introduced 
into ^' Hie Task," to gratify Mr& Unwin, afber 
the first draught of the poem was finished. But 
what language can exhibit a more genuine at- 
tachment to nature ? 



« 



And witness, dear companion of my walks, 
Wliose arm this twentieth winter I perceire 
Fast locVd in mine ....... 

Witness a joy that thon hast doubled long. 
Thou know'st my praise of nature moat sincere. 
And that my raptures are not oonjur'd up 
To serve occasion of poetic pomp. 
But genuine ; and art partner of them all." 



Nor was the delight which he derived from 
nature confined, in the ease of our poet, to one 
sense. '^ All the aotcncb," he writei^ <^ that nature 
utters are delightful, at least in this country. I 
diould not perhaps find the roarings of lions in 
Africa, or of bears in Russia^ very pleasing; 
but I know of no beast in England, whose voice 
I do not account musical, save and except only 
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the braying of aa ass. The notes of aL our 
birds and fowls pliease me, v^thout one exception. 
I should not indeed think of keeping a goose in 
a cage, that I might hang him up in the parlour 
for the sake of Ms melody, but th^ goose upon 
a common, or in a faim-yard, is no bdd per- 
former. Seriously, bowever, it strikes me as a 
very observable instance 6f providential kindness 
to man^ that such an exact accord has beign 
contrived between his ear and tihe soiinife with 
which, at least in a rural situation, it is ahnost 
every moment visited. The fields, the woods, 
the gardens, have each their concerts ; and the 
ear of man is for ever regaled by creatures who 
seem only to please themselves. Even the ears 
that are deaf to the Gospel are continually en- 
tertained, though without knowing it, by sounds 
for which they are solely indebted to its 
author." * 

It is interesting to compare with this the 
poetical expression of the same thought 

" Nor rami sights alone, bat rural sounds 
Ezhihrata the spirit, and restore 
Tlie tone o£ languid nature • : • . 

•< • « «.^.. • • 

♦ Letter t6 Mr. Newtoul 
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Nature iwiniinitu employs eweet sounds, 

But animated nature sweeter stiU, 

To soothe or satisfy the human ear. 

Ten thousand warblers cheer the day, and one 

The live-long night Nor those alone whose notes 

Nice-lingei'd art most emulate in vain ; 

But cawing rooks, and kites, that swim suUime 

In still repeated circles, screaming loud ; 

The jay, the pie, and e'en the boding owl. 

That hails the rising moon, bare charms for me." 

Another poetical quality in the mind of 
C««per is his ardent loee of his species — a love 
wfaidi led him to ccmtemplate, with the most soli- 
eitous regard, their wants, tastes, passions; their 
diseases, and the appropriate remedies for th«n. 
It has been justly observed, that, if there axe 
some who have little taste for the poetry which 
detineates only inanimate beings or objects, 
there is hardly any one who does not listen, 
with sympathy and delight, to that which 
exhibits the fortunes and feelings of man. The 
truth is, we suppose, that this last order of topics 
is most easily brought home to our own business 
and bosoms. Aristotle considers that the imi- 
tation or delineation of human action is one of 
the main objects of poetry. But if this be true, 
if the ** proper study of mankind is man," and 

VOL. VI. b 
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one of the highest offices of poetry be to ex- 
hibit, as upon a stage, the fortunes and passions 
of his fellow-beings — ^few have attained such 
eminence in his art as Cowper. His hymns 
are the close transcripts of his own souL His 
rhymed poems have more of a didactic cha- 
racter ; but they are for the most part exhibi- 
tions of man in all his attitudes of thought and 
action. They are mirrors in which every man 
may contemplate his own mind. In the « Task," 
he passes every moment from the contemplation 
of nature, to that of the being who inhabits this 
fair, though fallen, world. He lashes the vices, 
laughs at the follies, mourns over the guilt of 
his species'; he spares no pains to conduct the 
guilty to the feet of thdr only true Friend, and 
to land the miserable amidst the green pastures 
and still waters of heavenly consolation. 

Another property in the mind of Cowper, 
which has given birth to some of the noblest 
passages in his poems, is his intense love of 
freedom. The political state of this .country 
was scarcely ever more degraded than at the 
period when he began to write ; and every real 
patriot who could wield the pen, or lift the voice 
in the cause oi legitimate and regulated free- 
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ddm, had pltoty to do at home. At the same 
period also the profligacy and tyranny of the 
privileged order? in France, and other of the 
old European dynasties, were such as to pro- 
voke liie indignation of every lover of liberty. 
And lastly, at tins time, that horrible traffic in 
human flesh, that capital crime, disgrace, and 
curse of the human species, the Slave Trade, 
j^tevailed in all its horrors. How. splendid are 
many of tiie passages scattered so prodigally 
tlxrough his poems, in which the author rebukes 
the crimes of* despotism and cruelty at home or 
abroad, and claims for mankind the high privi- 
leges with wMeh (rod, by an everlasting charter, 
has endowed them. 

What lines can breathe a deeper indignation, 
liian tiiose quoted with such admiration by Mr. 
Fox, in the House of Commons, on the Bastile ? 

" Ye horrid towers, th' abode of brokea hearts. 
Ye dungeons and ye cages of despair. 
That monarchs have supplied, from age to age. 
With musie such as aoits their sorereign ears. 
The sighji and groans of miaeniible men : 
There's not an English heart that would not leap 
To hear that ye were fedlen at last." 

And what passage in any uninspired writer is 

b2 
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more noble and heart-stining, than that on the 
decision in the case tried by the illustrious 
Granville Sharpe, to establish the liberty of all 
who touched the soil of En^nd — a passage 
confessedly the foundation of the noblest effort 
of Curran, in his great speech on the Ubei*ty of 
the subject ! 



it 



I would not have a slave to till mj groand. 

To carry me, to fan me while I sleep. 

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 

That sinews bought and sold hare ever eaxn'd. 

No : dear as firee'dom is, and in my heart's ^ 

Just estimation priz'd above all price, 

I had much rather be myself the slave. 

And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him. 

We have no slaves at home— *then why abroad? 

And they themselves once ferried o'er the wave 

That parts us, are emancipate and loos'd. 

Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their lungs 

Receive our air, that moment they are free ; 

They touch our country, and their shackles fall. 

That's noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 

And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then. 

And let it circulate through evVy vein 

Of all your empire ; that, where Britain's pow'r 

Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too." 



But after all, perhaps, the peculiarity in the 
mind of Cowper, which giyes the chief charm 
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to his poetry, is the depth and ardour of his 
piety. 

It is impossible not to be aware of the sever- 
ance which critics have laboured to effect be- 
tween religion asd poetry, — ^between the cha- 
racter of the prophet and the poet : and that 
Johnson's decision is thought by some to be 
final on the subject Cowper himself admits 
that the connexion has been rare between the 
two characters — ^as witness the following lines — 



(< 



Pity religion has so seldom found 

A skilful guide into poetic ground ! 

For flow'rs would spring where'er she deigned to stray, 

And ev'ry muse attend her in her way. 

Virtue indeed meets many a fhyming friend. 

And many a compliment politely penn'd ; 

But, unattir'd in that becoming vest 

Religion weares for her, and half undrest, 

Stands in the desert, shiy'ring and forlorn, 

A wintry figure like a witber'd thorn." 

But he does not despair of seeing some 



<* Bard all fire; 
Toach'd with a coal from hearen, assume the lyre, 
And tell the world, stOl kindling as he sung. 
With more than mortal music on his tongue. 
That He who died below, and reigns above. 
Inspires the song, and that his name is * Love.' " 
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Indeed no . theory can have leas foui^dation 
either ia philosophy or in fact, than that poetry 
and religion hayo too little in common, for either 
to gain by an attempt to unite them. They 
seem to us bom for each other. And, so im- 
portant is this topic, that» although at the risk 
of repeating what has been said elsewhere, it 
may be well, for a moment, to dwell upon it. 

The theory which endeavours to secure a 
perpetual divorce between religion and poetry 
has not the authority of the great critics of 
antiquity. Longinus maintains, in one place, 
that ^^he who aims at the reputation of a sub- 
lime writer must spare no labour to educate 
bis soul to grandeiu*, and to impregnate it >nth 
great and generous ideas." And he affinpip, 
in another, that ^^ the faculties of the soi^l will 
grow stupid, the spirit be lost, and good sense 
and genius lie in ruins, when the care sjxd 
study of man is engaged about the mortal and 
worthless part of himself, and he has ceased to 
cultivate virtue, and polish up the nobler par);, 
his sQuL'' Quinctilian has a whole chapter to 
prove tliat a great writer must be a good man. 
And the greatest modem critics hold the same 
language. But, perhaps, in no passage is the 



••• 
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truth upon this subject more nobly expressed, 
and a difficulty connected with it more ably 
explained, than in the following verses of a 
poem now difficult of access : 



(r 



But, of our sovls, the bi^-born loftier put, 
Th' ethereal energies that touch the heart ; 
Conceptions ardent, labouring thought intense^ 
Creatire fancy's wild magnificence ; 
And all the dread sublimities of song 
^—These, Virtue, these to thee alone belong. 
ChiU'd by the breath of Vice, their radiance dies, 
And brightest bums, when lig^hted at the skies ; 
Like vestal lamps, to purest bosoms gir'n. 
And kindled only by a ray from heaT'n.'** 



Nor does this sentiment stand on the mere 
fltttliority of critics ; but appears to be founded 
Oti just views of the constitution of our nature. 
Lighter themes can be expected to awaken 
tftAy Mght and transient feelings in the bosom. 
The profounder topics of religion sink deeper ; 
toilch all the hidden springs of thought and 
action ; and awaken emotions, which have all the 
force and permanence of the great principles 
aUkd interests in which they originate. 

* Grant's (now Lord Glenelg) prise poem on " Restoration 
of Learning in the East.*' 
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To US, no assertion would seem to have less 
warrant, thah that taste suffers by its alliance 
with religion. The proper objects of taste are 
beauty and sublimity ; and if (as a modem critic 
seems to us to have incontrovertibly established) 
beauty and sublimity do not reside in the mere 
forms and colours of the objects we contemplate, 
but in the associations which they suggest to 
the mind, it cannot be questioned that the asso- 
ciations suggested to a man of piety, exceed 
both in beauty and sublimity those of every 
other class. Grod, as a Father, is the most lovely 
of all objects — God, as an avenger, is the most 
terrible ; and it is to the religious man exclu- 
sively, that this at once most tender and most ter- 
rible Being is disclosed, in all the beauty and 
majesty of holiness, by every object which he 
contemplates 



'' PrseBentiorem conspicimas Deum 
Per invias rapes, fera per jnga, 
Clivosque prseruptos sonantes, 
Inter aquas, nemornmque noctemJ 



tt 



Or, as the same sentiment is expressed by 
Cowper, 

" His are the mountains, and the valleys his. 
And the resplendent risers. His to enjoy 
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With s propriety that none can feel. 
But who, with filial confidence inspired. 
Can lift to heaven an anpresomptuous eye. 
And smiling say,— 'JVf y Father made them all \* ** 

It is striking to what an extent tlie greatest 
poet» of all ages and countries have called in 
religion, under some form or other, to their 
assistance. How are the Iliad and Odyssey 
ennobled by their mythological machinery; by 
the scales of Fate, the frown of Jore, and the 
intercession of Minerva ! How anxiously does 
Vligil labour to give a moral and religious 
character to his Georgics and iEneid ! And how 
nobly do these kindred spirits, by a bold fiction 
bordering upon truth, display the eternal man- 
sions of joy and of misery, of reward and of 
punishment ; thus disclosing, not by the light of 
revelation, but by the blended flashes of genius 
and tradition, the strongest incentives to virtue, 
and the most terrific penalties of crime. 

The same may be affirmed of many of our 
own most distinguished poets ; of ^^ the sage 
and serious Spenser," and the immortal Author 
of " the Paradise Losf* himself. Nor can we 
hesitate to trace the deep interest continually 
excited by the poetry of Cowper, in great mea- 
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sure^ to the same source. Though often care<- 
less in the structure of his verse ; though some^ 
times lame, and lengthy, and prosaic in his 
manner; though frequently employed about 
unpopular topics ; he is perhaps tbe most po- 
pular, with the exception of one, of all the 
English poets: and we believe that the main 
source of his general acceptance is the factthat 
he never fails to introduce the Creator into the 
scenes of his own universe ; that, by the soaring!;; 
of his own mind, he lifts us from earth to 
heaven, and ''makes us familiar with a world 
unseen;" that he draws largely from the mizie 
of Scripture, and thus exhibits the majesty asid 
love of the Divine Being, in words and imagery 
which the great object of his wonder and love 
Himself provides* 

It is wholly needless for us to refer to any 
particular parts of the works of our Author, as 
illustrative of his deep and sanguine spirit of 
piety« That spirit breathes through every line, 
and letter. It is, if we may so speak, the 
animating soul of his verses. The mind of the 
Christian reader is refreshed, in every step of 
hiB progress, by the conviction that le Lg, 
thus sung on earth were taught from Heaven ; 
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and that, in resigning himself to the sweetest 
assodate for this world, he is choosing the very 
best guide to another. Indeed, few have been 
disposed to deny to Cowper the highest of all 
poetical titles — that of The Poet of Christianity* 
In this field he^ has but one rival, the author of 
the- *' Paradise Lost" And happily the pro- 
vinees which they have chosen for th^nseives 
within the sacred enclosure are, for the most 
part, so distinct, that it is scarcely necessary to 
bring them into comparison. The distinguish^ 
ing qualities of Milton are a surpassing eleva> 
tien of thought and energy of expression, which 
leave the mind scarcely able to breathe under 
the poressure of his majesty, courage, and sub- 
limity. The main defect of his poetry, as has 
been justly stated by an anonymous critic, is 
*^ the absence of a charm neither to be named 
nor defined, which would render the whole as 
lovely as it is beautiful, and as captivating as it 
is sublime.*' " His poetry," it is added by the 
same critic, ^^ will be ever praised by the many, 
and read by the few. The weakest capacity 
may be oflended by its foults, but it requires a 
genius equal to his own to comprehend and 
enjoy aH his merits* 
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" Cowper rarely equals Milton in sublimity, to 
which his subjects but seldom led; he excels 
him in easy expression, delicate pleasantry, and 
generous satire; and he resembles him in the 
temperate use of all his transcendent abilities. 
He never crushes his subject by falling upon it^ 
nor permits his subject to crush him by falling 
beneath it Invested with a sovereign command 
of diction, and enjoying unlimited freedom of 
thought, he is never prodigal of words, and he 
never riots amidst the exuberance of his con- 
ceptions ; his economy displays his wealth, and 
his moderation is the proof of his power; his 
richest phrases seem the most obvious expression 
of his ideas, and his mightiest exertions are 
made apparently without toil This, as we, have 
already observed, is one of the grandest chaiae- 
teristics of Milton. It would be difficult to 
name a third poet of our country who could 
claim a similar distinction. Others, like Cowl^, 
overwhelm their theme with their eloquence, or, 
Uke Young, sink exhausted beneath it, by aiming 
at magnificent, but unattainable, compression; 
a third class, like Pope, whenever they write 
well, write their best, and never win but at fiill 
speed, and with all their might ; whik a fourth, 
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like Dryd^i and Churchill, are confident of 
their strength, yet so careless of their strokes, 
that when they conquer, it seems a matter of 
course, and when they fall, a matter of no con- 
sequence, for they can rise again as soon as 
they please. Milton and Cowper alone appear 
always to walk within the limits of their geniusi 
yet up to the height of their great argument 
We are not pretending to exalt them above all 
other British poets; we have only c<mipared 
them together on one point, wherein they accord 
with each other, and differ from the rest But 
there is one feature of resemblance between 
them of a nobler kind. These good and faithful 
servants, who had received ten talents each, 
neither buried them in the earth, nor expended 
them for their own glory, nor lavished them in 
profligacy, but occupied them for their master's 
service; and we trust have both entered into bis 
joy. Their unfading labours, (not subject to 
change, from being formed according to the 
fsishion of this world, but being of equal and 
eternal interest to man in all ages,) have dis- 
proved the idle and impious position which vain 
philosophy, hating all godliness, has endeavoured 
to establish, — ^^that religion can neither be 
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adorned by poetiy, nor poetry ennobled by 
religion." * 

Having thus noticed some of those grand pe* 
culiarities in the mind of Cowper, ^iiich appear 
to have mainly contributed to place him among 
the highest order of poets, we proceed to point 
jout some subordinate qualifications, without 
which, those ahready referred to would have 
. biled to raise him to his present elevation. 
Even the buoyant spirit of a poet has certain 
inferior members by which it is materially as- 
sisted in its upward flight 

In the first place, then, he was one of the 
most simple and natural of all writers* With 
the exception of the sacred volume, it would 
perhaps be impossible to name any compositions 
with so large a proportion of simple ideas and 
Saxon monosyllables. He began to be an 
author when Pope, with his admirable critic 
Johnson, had established a taste for all that was 
most ornate, pompous, and complicated in phra- 

* Eclectic Review. This criticiBm it has been ascertained 
is from the pen of Mr. James Montgomery ; and the desire 
inseparablj to connect what is so just and able with the works 
of Cowper baa been the inducement, notwithstanding its 
length, to introdaee it here. 
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seology. But, with due respect for the genius 
and power of this class of writers, he may he 
said to have hewn out for himself a new path 
to glory. It has been justly said by an accom- 
plished modem critic and poet, that, ^ between 
the school of Dryden and Pope, with their few 
remembered successors, not one of whom ranks 
now above a fourth-rate poet ; for Young, Thom- 
son, Goldsmith, Gray, and Collins, though 
flourishing in the interval, were not of their 
school, but all, in their respective ways, ori- 
ginals; — ^between the school of Dryden and 
Pope and our undisciplined, independent con- 
temporaries, Cowper stands as having closed 
the age of the former illustrious masters, and 
connneneed that of the eccentric leaders of the 
modem fashions in song. We cannot stop to 
trace the affinity which he bears to either of 
these generations, so dissimilar from each other; 
but it would be easy to show how little he owed 
to his immediate forerunners, and how much 
his immediate followers have been indebted to 
him. All the cant phrases, all the technicalities, 
ot the former school he utterly threw away, 
and by his rejection of them they became ob- 
solete. He boldly adopted cadences of verse 
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unattempted before, which though fr^uently 
uncouth, and, sometimes scarcely reducible to 
rhythm, were not seldom ingeniously significant, 
and signally energetic. He feared not to employ 
colloquial, philosophical, judicial idioms, and 
forms of argument, and illustrations, which en- 
larged the vocabulary of poetical terms, less by 
recurring to obsolete ones, (which has been too 
prodigally done since,) than by hazardous, and 
generally happy innovations of more recent 
origin, which have become graceful and dignified 
by usage, though Pope and his imitators durst 
not have touched them. The eminent adven- 
turous revivers of English poetry about thirty 
years ago, Southey, Wordsworth, and Cole- 
ridge, in their blank verse, trod directly in the 
steps of Cowper, and, in their early productions 
at least, were each, in a measure, what he made 
them. Our author may be legitimately styled 
the father of this triumvirate, who are, in truth, 
the living fathers of the innumerable race of 
modems, whom no human ingenuity could well 
classify into their respective schools." * 

The simplicity of Cowper as a thinker, ex- 

* Montgomery's Eaaay oa Cowper's Poems. 
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aminer, and writer, is unquestionably one of 
his greatest charms. He constantly reminds us 
of a highly gifted and intelligent child. In all 
that he says and does» there is a total absence 
of all plot and stratagem, of all pretensions to 
think profoundly, or write finely ; though, with- 
out an effort, he does both. His manner is to 
invite you to walk abroad with him amidst the 
glories of nature; to fix at random on some 
point in the landscape; to display its beauties 
or its peculiarities — to touch on some feature 
which has, perhaps, altogether escaped your 
own eye — to pour out the simplest thoughts in 
the simplest language — and to make you feel 
that never man before had so sweet, so moral, 
so devout, so affectionate, so gifted, so musi- 
cal a companion. The simplicity of his style 
is, we believe, considering its strength, with- 
out a paralleL No author, perhaps, has done 
more to recover the language of our coun- 
try from the grasp and tyranny of a foreign 
idiom, and to teach English people to speak in 
English acc^Qits. In some iiistances, it may be 
granted, that he is somewhat more colloquial 
and homely than the dignity of his subject war- 
rants. But for offences of this kind he makes 

VOL. VI. c 
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the amplest compensation, by leading us to 
those " wells of undefiled English,'* at which 
he had drunk so deeply, and whence alone the 
pure streams of our national composition are to 
be drawn. 

It is next to be noticed, as to the style of 
Cowper, that it is as nervous as it is clear and 
unpretending. It is impossible to compare the 
works of Addison, and others of the simple class 
of writers, with Johnson, and those of the oppo- 
site class, without feeling that what they gain 
in simplicity they often lose in strength and 
power. But the language of Cowper is often 
to the full as. vigorous and masculine as that of 
Shakspeare; Bring a tyrant or a slave-driver 
before him for judgment; and the axe of the 
one and the scourge of the other are not keener 
weapons than the words of the poet. 

It would be difficult to find in any writer a 
more striking example of nervous phraseology 
than we have in the well-known lines : 



Bat hark — the doctor's voice !— fast wedged betweeo 
Two empirics he stands, and with swoU'n cheeks 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Keener far 
Than all invective, is his hold harangue. 
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While throogh that public otffti of report 
He hails the clergy ; and defying shame. 
Announces to the world his own and their's ! 
He teaches those to read, whom schools dismissed 
And colleges, untaught ; sells accent, tone. 
And emphans in score, and gires to pray'r 
Th' adagio and andante it demands. 
He grinds divinity of other days 
Down into modem use ; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the eyes 
Of gall'ry critics by a thousand arts. 
Are there who purchase of the doctor's wi^ ? 
O name it not in Gath ! — It cannot be, 
That grave and learned clerks should need such aid. 
He doubtless is in sport, and does but droll ; 
Assuming thus a rank unknown before- 
Grand caterer and drynurse of the church ! 



In the next place, it will not be questioned, 
we think, by any reader of the preceding 
volumes, that Cowper was a tvit of the 
very highest order — and this quality is by 
no means confined to his prose, but enters 
largely into every thing that he writes. No au- 
thor surprises us more frequently with rapid 
turns and unexpected coincidences. The mock 
sublime is one of his favourite implements; and 
he employs it with almost unrivalled success. 
There is also a delicacy of touch in his witti- 

e 2 
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cisms which is more easily felt than described. 
And his wit. has this noble singularity, that it 
is never derived from wrong sources, or directed 
to wrong ends. It never wounds a feeling heart, 
or deepens the blush upon a modest cheek. 
Other wits are apt to dip their vessels in any 
stream which presents itself; Cowper draws 
only from the purest fountains. It has been 
said of Sterne, that he hides his pearls in a 
ditch, and forces his readers to dive for them ; 
but the witticisms of Cowper are as well calcu- 
lated to instruct as to delight 

This last topic is intimately connected with 
another, which, in touching on the excellencies 
of Cowper as a poet, cannot be passed over, — 
we mean, the astonishing y^r^i/i^^ of his imagi- 
nation. It was observed to the writer of these 
pages by the late Sir James Mackintosh, of the 
friend and ornament of his species, William Wil- 
berforce, that ^^ he was perhaps the finest of all 
orators of his own particular order — that the 
wealth of his imagination was such, that no idea 
seemed to present itself to his mind without its 
accompanying image or ghost, which he could 
produce at his pleasure, and which it was a 
matterofself-denialif he did not produce." And 
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the latter part of this critiebm might seem to be 
made for Cowper. His mind appears never to 
wait for an image, but to be overrun by them. 
In argument or description — ^in hurling the 
thunders of rebuke, or whispering the messages 
of mercy — ^he does but wave his wand, and a 
host of spiritual essences descend to darken or 
brighten the scenes at his bidding ; to supply 
new weapons of rebuke, or new visions of love 
and joy. Some of his personifications are 
among the finest speciinens in any language. 
What, for example, has more of the genuine 
spirit of poetry, than the personification of 
Famine, in the following lines — 

** He caUs for Famine 

and the meagre fiend 

Blows mildew from between his shriTelled lips 
And taints the golden ear." 

What is more lively or forcible than his de- 
scription of Time ? 

" Time, as be passes as, bas a dove*s wing, 
Ucsoiled and swift, and of a silken sound ; 
But the world's Time is Time in masquerade 1 
TbeirSf sbould I paint him, bas bis pinions fledged 
With motley plumes ; and where the peacock shows 
His aaure eyes, is tinctured black and red 
With spots quadrangular of diamond form, 
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EnsaDgoined hearts, clubs typical of strife. 
And spades, the emblems of untimely graves. 
What should be and what was an hour-glass once. 
Becomes a dice-box, and a billiard mace 
Well does the work of his destructive scythe." 

What, again, is superior in this way to his 
address to Winter ? 

** O Winter ! ruler of the inverted year I 
Thy scattered hair with sleet-like ashes filled. 
Thy breath congealed upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Fringed with a beard made white with other snows 
Than those of age, thy forehead wrapped in clouds, 
A lifeless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne 
A sliding car, indebted to no wheels. 
But urged by storms along its slippery way." 

But the examples of this species of personi- 
fication are without number ; and we are not 
afraid to bring many of them into comparison 
with the Discord of Homer, the Fame of Virgil, 
or the Famine of Ovid — ^passages of so powerful 
a cast as at once, and without any assistance, 
to establish the poetical authority of their in- 
ventors. 

It may seem strange to some, that we should 
assign a place, among the poetical claims of 
Cowper, to his strong sense. He appears to us 
to be one of the most just, natural, and rational 
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of all writers ; and, however Poetry may seem to 
appropriate to herself rather the remote and 
visionary regions of fiction than that of dull 
reality, we are disposed to think, that, even in 
her wildest wanderings, she will maintain no 
real and permanent ascendency over the mind^ 
if she widely deviates from nature and good 
sense. ^^ Monstrous sights," says Seattle, and 
he might have added, monstrous conceptions, 
'' please but for a moment, if they please at all; 
for they derive their charm merely from the 
beholders' amazement I have read indeed of a 
man of rank in Sicily who chooses to adorn his 
villa with pictures and statues of the most un- 
natural deformity. But it is a singular instance ; 
and one would not be much more surprised to 
hear of a man Uving without food, or growing 
fat upon poison. To say of any thing that it is 
< contrary to nature,' denotes censure and dis- 
gust on the part of the speaker; as the epithet 
'natural' intimates an agreeable quality, and 
seems, for the most part, to imply that a thing 
is as it ought to be, suitable to our own taster 

and congenial to our own disposition 

Think how we should relish a painting m which 
there was no regard to colours, proportions, or 
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any of the physical laws of nature ; where the 
eyes and ears of animals were placed in their 
shoulders; where the sky was green, and the 
grass crimson." Such distortions and anomar 
lies would not be less' offensive in poetry than in 
the sister art And it is one of the main sources 
of delight in Cowper that all is in its due pro- 
portion, and wears its right colours; that the 
"eyes and ears" are in " their proper places ;" 
that his skies are blue, and his grass is green ; 
and that every reflection of the poet has, what 
he himself calls the 

** Stamp and clear impression of good sense." 

The very passage in the sixth book of " The 
Task" from which this line is taken, and which 
furnishes perhaps the most perfect uninspired 
delineation of a true Christian, supplies, at the 
same time, aa admirable e^ple of the quality 
we mean ; and shows, that even where his feel- 
ings were the most intensely interested, hb 
passions were under the control of his reason; 
that, when he mounted the chariot of the sun, he 
took care not to approach too near the flaming 
luminary. 

It would be impossible, in a sketch such as 
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this, not to advert to the powers of the author as 
a saHrist. — And here, we think the most partial 
critic will be scarcely disposed to deny, that he 
sometimes handles his knife a little at random 
and with too much severity. He had early in 
life been intimate with Churchill; and, with 
scarcely a touch of the temper of that right 
English poet, had plainly caught something of 
his manner. There is this wide distinction be- 
tween him and his master — that his irony and 
rebuke are never the weapons of party, or per- 
sonality, but of truth, honour, and the public 
good. The strong, though homely, image ap- 
plied by Churchill to another critic, — 

** Like a butcher, doom'd for life 
In his mouth to wear his knife,*' — 

is too just a picture of its author, but is infinitely 
fer from being that of Cowper. It was weU said 
of his satire, that ^^ it was the offspring of bene- 
volence ; and that, like the Pelian spear, it fur- 
nishes the only cure for the wound it inflicts. 
When he is obliged to blame, he pities ; when 
he condemns, it is with regret. His censures 
display no triumphant superiority; but rather 
express a turn of feeling such as we might sup- 
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pose angels to indulge in at the prospect of 
human frailty." 

But, if his satirical powers were sometimes 
indulged to excess, it is impossible to deny 
that be was, generally and habitually, of all 
poets the most sympathizing and tender. 
Nothing in human composition can surpass 
the tenderness of the poem on receiving his 
mother's picture, or of those exquisite lines 
addressed to a lady in France suffering under 
deep calamity, of which last we shall quote a 
few, for the ornament of our page : — 



ff 



The path of sorrow, and that path alone, 
Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown : 
No traveller eyer reach'd that blest abode, 
Who.foand not thorns and briars in his road. 
The world may dance along the flowery plain, 
Cheer*d as they go by many a sprightly strain. 
Where Nature has her mossy velvet spread 
With unshod feet they yet securely tread, 
Admonish'd, scorn the caution and the friend, 
Bent aU on pleasure, heedless of its end. 
But He, who knew what humao hearts would prove. 
How slow to learn the dictates of his love. 
That, hard by nature, and of stubborn will, 
A life of ease would make them harder still, 
In pity to the souls his grace designed 
To rescue from the ruins of mankind. 
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CallM for a dond to daiken all their years. 
And said, ' Go, spend tbem in the vale of tears/ 
O balmy gales of soul-reviving air ! 
O salatary streams that murmnr there ! 
These flowing from the fount of grace above. 
Those breath'd from lips of everlasting love." 

• 

The Hymns are almost unifonnly of the same 
character. Drawn from the deep recesses of a 
broken heart, they find a short and certain way 
to the bosom of others. 

And this leads to the notice of another pecu- 
liarity in his writings. It is said to have been 
a favourite maxim with Lord Byron, ^' that 
every writer is interesting to others in propor- 
tion as he is able and willing to seize and to 
display to them the hidden workings of his own 
souL" The noble critic is himself a strong 
exemplification of the truth of his own rule. 
Not merely his heroes and his heroines, but his 
rocks, mountains, and rivers, are a sort of fac 
simile of himself. The blue lake reposing among 
the mountains is the bard in a state of repose. 
The thunder leaping from rock to rock is the 
same mind under the strong excitement of pas- 
sion. But perhaps of all writers Cowper is the 
most habitually what may be termed an experi- 



xliv ON THK GENIUS AND 

mentalist in poetry. He sought in <^ the man 
within," the secret maxjhinery by which to touch 
and to controul the world without He felt deeply; 
and caught the feeling as it arose, and trans- 
ferred it, warm from the heart, to his own paper. 
Hence one great attraxition of his writings. "As 
face answereth to face in water, so the heart of 
man to man." The sensations of other men are 
to a great degree our own; and the poetical 
exhibition of these sensations is the presenting 
to us a sort of illuminated mirror, in which we 
see ourselves, and are, according to the view, 
moved to sorrow or to joy. Preachers as well 
as poets will do well to remember tliis law of 
our nature, and will endeavour to analyze and 
to delineate their own feelings, if they mean to 
reach those of others. Unhappily, the noble 
author of this canon in philosophy and literature 
had no very profitable picture of this kind to 
display to his fellow-men. He speaks, however, 
of " unmasking the hell that dwelt within." And 
he has taught no imimportant lesson to his spe- 
cies, if he has instructed us in the utter wretched- 
ness of those who, gifted with the noblest powers, 
refuse to consecrate them to the glorious Giver. 
But, however unprofitable his own application 
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of the rule, the rule itself is valuable ; and, in 
the case of Cowper, we have the application of 
it, both on the largest scale and to the best pos- 
sible purpose. 

There is one other feature in the mind of 
Cowper on which, before quitting the subject of 
this examination, we must be permitted to say a 
few words. It has been the habit with many, 
while freely conceding to our poet most of the 
humbler claims to reputation for which we have 
contended, to assign him only a second or third 
place in the scale of poets, on the ground that 
he is, according to their estimate, altogether 
*^ incapable of the true sublime.** Now it must 
be admitted that, if the only true subhmity in 
writing be to write like Milton, Cowper cannot 
be ranked in the same class as a poet Of 
Milton it may be said, in the words of a poet 
as great as himself — 

*' He doth bestride the world 
Like a Colossus : and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs." 

Nothing can be more astonishing than the com- 
posure and dignity with which, like his own 
Satan, he climbs the ^ empyreal height" — sails 
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between worlds and worlds — and moves among 
thrones and principalities, as if in his natural 
element ^ The genius of Cowper/' as it has 
been justly said, ^^ did not lead him to emulate 
the songs of the seraphim :" but though, in one 
respect, he moves in a lower region than his 
great master, in what may be termed the 
^^ moral sublime," he is by no means inferior to 
him. Scarcely any poetry awakens in the mind 
more of those deep emotions of ^' pity and 
terror," which the great critic of antiquity 
describes as the main sources of the sublime ; 
and by which poetry is said to ^^ purge the 
mind of her votaries." In this view of the 
sublime we know of few passages which sur- 
pass the description of ^* liberty of soul," in 
the conclusion of the 5th book of " The Task." 

" Then liberty, like day, 
Breaks on the soul ; and, by a flash from heav'n, 
Fires all the faculties with glorious joy. 
A voice is heard that mortal ears hear not. 
Till Thou hast touch'd them ; 'tis the voice of song, 
A loud hosanna sent from all thy works ; 
Which he that hears it with a shout repeats, 
And adds his rapture to the gen'ral praise. 
In that blest moment, Nature, throwing wide 
Her veil opaque, discloses with a smile 
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The Author of her beaaties ; who, retired 
Behind Hie own creation, works aneeen 
By the impure, and hears his pow'r denied. 
Thou art the source and centre of all minds. 
Their only point of rest, eternal Word ! 
From Thee departing, they are lost, and rove 
At random, > ithont honour, hope, or peace. 
From Thee is all that soothes the life of man. 
His high endeavour, and his glad success. 
His streogth to suffer, and his will to serve. 
But, O Thou bounteous Giver of all good. 
Thou art of all thy gifts thyself the crown ! 
Give what thou canst, without thee we are poor ; 
And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away ! " 

In like maimer the Millenniimi of Cowper is 
at least not inferior to the Messiah of Pope. 
The corresponding passage in the latter writer 
is greatly inferior to that in which our poet 

says,— 

" No foe to man 

Lurks in the serpent now — the mother sees, 
And smiles to see her infant's hand 
Stretched forth to dally with the crested worm. 
To stroke his azure neck, and to receive 
The lambent homage of his arrowy tongue." 

And few passages in any poem have more of the 
true sublime than that which follows soon after 
the litet extract: — 



« 



One song employs all nations, and all cry 
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' Worthy the Lamh, for he was slain for us !' 
The dwellers in the vales and on the rocks 
Shout to each other, and the mountain tops 
From distant mountains catch the flying joy : 
TiU, nation after nation taught the strain. 
Earth rolls the rapturous hosanna round." 



Having offered these general observations ^' on 
the Genius and Poetry" of Cowper, and having 
so largely drawn from his sweet and instructive 
pages, it is not thought necessary to supply any 
more specific notice of his several poems. It is 
superfluous to enter upon a detailed proof th^t 
his poems in rhyme, though occasionally bright* 
ened by passages of extraordinary merit, are 
often prosaic in their character, and halting and 
feeble in the versification; that his shorter 
poems, whether of a gay or of a devotional cast, 
are, for pathos, wit, delicacy of conception, and 
felicity of expression, unequalled in our lan- 
guage ; that his Homer is an evidence, not of 
his incapacity as a translator, but of the im- 
possibility of transmuting into stiff unyielding 
English monosyllables the rich compounds of 
the Greek, without a sacrifice both of sound 
and sense ; that « The Task" outruns in power, 
variety, depth of thought, fertility of imagma- 
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tion, vigour of expression, in short, in all which 
constitutes a poet of the highest order, every 
hope which his earlier poems had allowed his 
readers to indulge. The dawn gave little or no 
promise of such a day. The porch was in no 
sense commensurate to the temple afterwards to 
be erected — On the whole, his " Poems'* will al- 
ways be considered as one of the richest legacies 
which genius and virtue have bequeathed to 
mankind; and will be welcomed wherever the 
English language is known, and English minds, 
tastes, and habits prevail; wherever the appro- 
bation of what is good and the abhorrence of 
what is evil are felt ; wherever truth is honoured, 
and God and his creatures are loved. 

With these observations, we bring our im- 
perfect criticisms on the Poems of Cowper to 
a conclusion. The writer of them does not 
hesitate to say that he has been amply re- 
warded for his own critical labours, by the privi- 
lege of often escaping from his own page to 
that of his author. And the reader of them will 
be still more largely compensated if, when weary 
of the critic, he will turn aside to breathe an 
ardent supplication to the Giver of all that was 
good and great in Cowper, that he himself may 
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drink deeply of the spirit, without participating 
in the sorrows of this most holy^ most distin- 
guished, most suffering, but now most triumph- 
ant, servant of the God and Saviour to whom 
he so nobly and habitually dedicated all his 
powers. 



PREFACE.* 



When an Author, by appearing in print, re- 
quests an audience of the Public, and is upon 
the point of speaking for himself whoever 
presumes to step before him with a prefsu^ 
and to say, ^Nay, but hear me first," should 
have something worthy of attention to offer, or 
he will be justly deemed officious and imperti- 
nent The judicious reader has probably, upon 
other occasions, been beforehand with me in 
tMs reflection: and I am not very willing it 
should now be applied to me, however I may 
seem to expose myself to the danger of it But 
the thought of having my own name perpetuated 
in connexion with the name in the title-page is 
so pleasing and flattering to the feelings of my 
heart, that I am content to risk something for 
the gratification. 
This Freiace is not designed to commend the 

* Pablisbed with the first Tolume. 
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Poems to which it is prefixed. My testimony 
would be insufficient for those who are not 
qualified to judge properly for themselves, and 
imnecessary to those who are. Besides, the rea- 
sons which render it improper and unseemly for 
a man to celebrate his own performances, or 
those of his nearest relatives, will have some 
influence in suppressing much of what he might 
otherwise wish to say in favour of a friend, 
when that friend is indeed an alter idem, and 
excites almost the same emotions of sensibility 
and afieetion as he feels for himself. 

It is very probable these Poems may come 
into the hands of some persons, in whom the 
sight of the author's name wiU awaken a recol- 
lection of incidents and scenes, which through 
length of time they had almost forgotten. They 
will be reminded of one, who was once the com- 
panion of their chosen hours> and who set out 
with them in early life in the paths which lead 
to literary honours, to influence, and affluence, 
with equal prospects of success. But he was 
suddenly and powerfully withdrawn from those 
pursuits, and he left them without regret; yet 
not till be had sufficient opportunity of counting 
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the cost, and of knowing the value of what he 
gave up. If happiness could hare been found 
in classical attainments, in an elegant taste, in 
the exertions of wit, fancy, and genius, and in 
the esteem and converse of such persons, as in 
these respects were most congenial with himself 
he would have been happy. But he was not — 
He wondered (as thousands in a similar situation 
still do) that he should continue dissatisfied, wiih 
all the means apparently conducive to satisfaction 
within his reach — But in due time the cause of 
his disappointment was discovered to him— He 
had lived without God in tiie world. In a me- 
morable hour, the wisdom which is from above 
visited his heart Theh he felt himself a wan* 
derer, and then he found a guide. Upon this 
change of views, a change of plan and conduct 
followed of coursiB. When he saw the busy and 
the gay world in its true light, he left: St with as 
little reluctance as a prisoner, when called to 
liberty, leaves his dungeon. Not that he became 
a Cynic or an Ascetic — A heart filled with love 
to God will assuredly breathe benevolence to 
men. But the turn of his temper indining him 
to riiral life^ he indulged it, and, the providence 
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ef God evidfflitljr preparing his way and marking 
out his retreat, he retked into the country* By 
these steps the good hand of Ood, unknown to 
me, was providing for me one of the principal 
blessings of my life ; a friend and a counsellor, 
in whose company for ahnost seven years, tiiough 
we were seldom seven successive waking hoturs 
separated, I always found new pleasure^-^ friend 
who was not only a comfort to myself but a 
blessing to the affectionate poor people among 
whom I then lived. 

Some tame affcer inclination had thus removed 
him fpom the huny and bustle of life, he was 
still more secluded by a long indisposition, and 
my pleasure was succeeded by a proportiAnable 
deigree of anxiety and concern. But a hope, 
tiiat the God whom he served would supporthim 
under his affliction, and at length vouchsafe him a 
happy ddiverance, never forsook me. The desi- 
rable diss, I trust, is now nearly approaofaing. 
The dawn, the presage of returning day^ is already 
arrived; He is again enabled to resume his pen, 
and some<of the first friute of his recovery are 
here-presented to the publia . In his prindpal 
scibjectB, the saaie acumen, whieb cfistinguished 
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him m.th0< eiirfy p^ricd tf^-Ufo, is hi^ilj.eito» 
ployed in iUuBliratii^g anoL eo/kMXMg tbe truths 
of Hrhichhe lOoeivBd audi deep and uoakendbte 
iv^ves^oxia ill his maturepyearo. 'Hissaidreyif 
it ttiay he called 80^ is bcnevolenl;^ (Kke 4he ope- 
ralicsiB,ef ihe skitfiil and humane .aiHgeon» who 
iBOMnds only to heal,) dictated by a just tegavd 
fopr jljho-bDiioiir of Gtod, an indignant grief wt- 
.cited by &e profligaqr of the age, and a tender 
nompassiqn for the soub of men. 

His favourite topics are least.insisted on in the 
'pieee cnticlled Table Talk ; wiuch Aecefon^ with 
aonaieiregard to die prevailing ta8be,..and that 
'those^ who {»« governed by it, may notbe.dia- 
ieoninged at the very dureshold from piooeeding 
filler, is' placed first In moet of the large 
tPoemsii^cti follow, his leading. deaign is moire 
esfBlldiiiy' avowed and pursued. He amn to 
KHwniMtaicafce his own perceptions of the truth, 
heautji^ fl|i4 influence of the religion of die BiUe 
rh»^ if eligioD^ which, however, discredited by the 
m^oonduet of oiany, who have not renounced 
tbe CSiristian nam^ proves iilsel^ wheft rightly 
u«dei?stpod,' and oardiaUy cnnbraned, to be the 
girand .d^iideittum^ wUiehaloM.ean. relieve the 
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mind of 'man fi^am pantfiil and unavoidable 
anxieties^ ' inspire it vAiii stable peace aiid solid 
hope, and* fomish ttiose motives and prospects 
whidi, in the piresent state of dnngs, are abso* 
lately necessaiy to produce a conduct worAy of 
a rational creature, distinguished by a vastness 
of capacity which no assemblage of earthly good 
can satisfy, and by a principle and pre4ntimation 
of immortality. 

At a time when hypodiesis and conjeetnre in 
philosophy are so justly exploded^ and little is 
considered as deserving the name of knowledge^ 
which will not stand the test of experiment, the 
very use of the term experimental in reUgioue 
concernments is by too many uidiappUy rejected 
with disgust But we well know, that they, who 
aflfect to despise die inward feelings which reli* 
gious persons speak o^ and to treat them as 
enthusiasm and folly, have inward feelings of 
their own, which, titiough they would, diey cannot, 
suppress. We have been too long in the secret 
ourselves, to account the proud, the ambitious, 
or the voluptuous, happy. We must lose the 
remembrance of what we once were, * before we 
can believe that a man is satisfied with himself, 
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merely because he endeavours to appear so. A 
smile upoB. the face is often but a mask worq 
occasionally and in company, to prevenl^ if po&- 
sible, a suspicion of what at the same time is 
passing in the heart We know that there are 
people who seldom smile when they are alone, 
who there&re are glad to hide themselves in a 
throng fnm the violence of their own reflections ; 
and who, while by their looks and their language 
they wish to persuade us they are happy, would 
be glad to change their conditions with a dog. 
But in defiance of all their efforts they continue 
to think) forebode, and tremble. This we know, 
for it has been our own state, and therefore we 
know how to commiserate it in others. — From 
this state the Bible relieved us — When we were 
led to read it with attention, we found ourselves 
described. We learnt the causes of our inquie- 
tude — we were directed to a method of relief — 
we tried, and we were not disappointed. 

Deus nobis hsc otia fecit. 

We are now certain that the gospel of Christ 
is the power of God unto salvation to every one 
that believeth. It has reconciled us to God, 
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and to ourselves, to our duty, and our situation. 
It is the balm and cordial of the present life, 
and a sovereign antidote against the fear of 
death. 

Sed hactenus haec. Some smaller pieces upon 
less important subjects blose the volume. Not 
one df them, I believe, was written with a view 
to publication, but I was unwilling they shou]jd 
be omitted. 



John Newton. 



Charles Sqaare, Hoxton, 
Februarj 18. 178«. 
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Si te forte mes graviB urat Mromi^ebaitK, 

AbjicitO. HOB. LIB. I. RP. 13. 



^ You told me, I remember, glory, built 
On selfish principles, is shame and guilt : 
The deeds, that men admire as half divine, 
Stdrk nsLU^Jitf because corrupt in their design. 
Strange doetrine this ! that without scruple tears 
Tte iftnrel that the very lightning spares ; 
Brings down the warrior's trophy to the dust, 
^Qd eats into his bloody sword like rust. 
,. J?* I grant that, men continuing what they are, 
Eicree, avaricious, proud, there must be war. 
And never meant the rule should be applied 
TTo him that fights with justice on his side. 

Let laurels drench 'd in pure Parnassian dews 
Reward his memory, dear to every muse, 
Who, with a courage of unshaken root, 
In honour's field advancing his firm foot, 
Plants it upon the line that Justice draws, 
And will prevail or perish in her cause. 
'Tis to the virtues of such men man owes 
His portion in the good that Heaveh bestows. 
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And, when recording History displays 
Feats of renown, though wrought in ancient days, 
Tells of a few stout hearts, that fought and died, 
Where duty placed them, at their country's side ; 
The man that is not moved with what he reads* 
That takes not fire at their heroic deeds. 
Unworthy of the blessings of the brare^ 
Is base in kind, and bom to be a slave. 

But let eternal infamy pursue 
The wretch to nought but his ambition true, 
Who, for the sake of filling with one blast 
The post-horns of all Europe, lays her waste. 
Think yourself stationed on a towering rock, 
To see a people scattered like a flock, 
Some royal mastiff panting at their heels, 
With all the savage thirst a tiger feels ; 
Then view him self-proclaim'd in a gazette 
Chief monster that has plagued the nations yet. 
The globe and sceptre in such hands misplaced, 
Those ensigns of dominion, how disgraced I 
The glass, that bids man mark the fleeting hour. 
And Death's own scythe, would better speak his 

power ; 
Then grace the bony phantom in their stead 
With the king's shoulderknot and gay cockade ; 
Clothe the twin brethren in each other's dress. 
The same their occupation and success. 

A, 'Tis your belief the world was made for man ; 
Kings do but reason on the self-same plan : 
Maintaining yours, you cannot theirs condemn. 
Who think, or seem to think, man made for them. 
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3. Seldom, alas ! the power of logic reigns 
With much sufficiency in royal brains ; 
Such reasoning falls like an inverted cone, 
Wanting its proper base to stand upon. 
Man made for kings I those optics are but dim 
That tell you so — say, rather, they for him. 
That were indeed a king-ennobling thought, 
Could they, or would they, reason as they ought 
The diadem, with mighty projects lined, 
To catch renown by ruining mankind. 
Is worth, with all its gold and glittering store. 
Just what the toy will sell for, and no more. 

Oh I bright occasions of dispensing good. 
How seldom used, how little understood ! 
To pour in Virtue's lap her just reward ; 
Keep Vice restrained behind a double guard ; 
To quell the faction that affi-onts the throne 
By silent magnanimity alone ; 
To nurse with tender care the thriving arts ; 
Watch every beam Philosophy imparts ; 
To give Religion her unbridled scope, 
Nor judge by statute a believer's hope ; 
With close fidelity and love unfeigned 
To keep the matrimonial bond imstain'd ; 
Covetous only of a virtuous praise ; 
His life a lesson to the land he sways ; 
To touch the sword with conscientious awe, 
Nor draw it but when duty bids him draw ; 
To sheath it in the peace-restoring close 
With joy beyond what victory bestows — 

b2 
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Blest country, where these kingly glories shine! 
Blest England, if this happiness be thine I 

A. Guard what you say : the patriotic tribe 
Will sneer, and charge you with a bribe.-^ J?. A bribe ? 
The worth of hi's three kingdoms I defy, 
To lure me to the baseness of a lie ; 
And, of all lies, (be that one poet's boast,) 
The lie that flatters I abhor the most. 
Those arts be theirs who hate his gentle reign. 
But he that loves him has no need to feign. 

A. Your smooth eulogium, to one crown addressed, 
Seems to imply a censure on the rest. ' 

B. Quevedo, as he tells his sober tale, 
Ask'd, when in hell, to see the royal jail ; 
Approv'd their method in all other things ; 

But where, good sir, do you confine your kings ? 

There — said his guide — the group is in full view. 

Indeed ! — replied the don — there are but few. 

His black interpreter the charge disdain'd — 

Few, fellow ?^-there are all that ever reign'd. 

Wit, undistinguishing, is apt to strike 

The guilty and not guilty both alike : 

I grant the sarcasm is too severe, 

And we can readily refute it here ; 

While Alfred's name, the father of his age, 

And the Sixth Edward's grace the historic page. 

A. King^ then at last have but the lot of all : 
By their own conduct they must stand or fall. 

B. True. While they live, the courtly laureat pays 
His quitrent ode. his pepoercorn of oraise 
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And many a dunce, whose fingers itch to write, 
Adds, as he can, his tributary mite : 
A subject's faults a subject may proolaim, 
A monarch's errors are forbidden game I 
Thus, free from .censure, overawed by fear, 
And prais'd for virtues that they scorn to wear, 
The fleeting forms of majesty engage 
Respect, while stalking o'er life's narrow stage : 
Then leave their crimes for history to scan. 
And ask, with busy scorn, Was this the man ? 

I pity kings, whom worship waits upon^ 
Obsequious from the cradle to the throne ; 
Before whose infant eyes the flatterer bows. 
And binds a wreath about their baby brows : 
Whom education stiffens into state. 
And death awakens from that dream too late. 
Oh ! if servility with supple knees. 
Whose trade it is to smile^ to crouch, to please ; 
If smooth dissimulation^ skill'd to grace 
A devil's purpose with an angel's face ; 
If smiling peeresses and simpering peers, 
Encompassing his throne a few short years ; 
If the gilt carriage and the pamper'd steed. 
That wants no driving, and disdains the lead : 
If guards, mechanically form'd in ranks, 
Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks, 
Shouldering and standing as if stuck to stone, 
While condescending majesty looks on — 
If monarchy consist in such base things, 
Sighing, I say again, I pity kings ! 
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To be suspected, thwarted, and withstood, 
E'en when he labours for his country's good ; 
To see a band call'd patriot for no cause, 
But that they catch at popular applause, 
Careless of all the anxiety he feels, * 

Hook disappointment on the public wheels ; 
With all their flippant fluency of tongue, 
Most confident, when palpably most wrong— 
If this be kingly, then farewell for me 
All kingship, and may I be poor and free ! 

To be the Table Talk of clubs up stairs, 
To which the unwash'd artificer repairs. 
To indulge his genius after long fatigue, 
By diving into cabinet intrigue ; 
(For what kings deem a toil, as well they may, 
To him is relaxation and mere play,) 
To win no praise when weU wrought plans prevail, 
But to be rudely censur'd when they fail ; 
To doubt the love his favourites may pretend, 
And in reality to find no friend ; 
If he indulge a cultivated taste, 
His galleries with the works of art well graced, 
To hear it calFd extravagance and waste ; . 
If these attendants, and if such as these. 
Must follow royalty, then welcome ease ; 
However humble and confined the sphere, 
Happy the state that has not these to fear ! 

A. Thus men, whose thoughts contemplative 
have dwelt 
On situations that they never felt. 
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Start Up sagacious, cover'd with the dust 
Of dreaming study and pedantic rust, 
And prate and preach about what others prove, 
As if the world and they were hand and glove. 
Leave kingly backs to cope with kingly cares ; 
^ They have their weight to carry, subjects theirs ; 
Poets, of all men, ever least regret 
Increasing taxes and the nation's debt. 
Could you contrive the payment, and rehearse 
The mighty plan, oracular, in verse. 
No bard, howe'er majestic, old or new, 
Should claim my fix'd attention more than you. 

JB. Not Brindley nor Bridgewater would essay 
To turn the course of Helicon that way : 
Nor would the Nine consent the sacred tide 
Should purl amidst the traffic of Cheapside, 
Or tinkle in 'Change Alley, to amuse 
The leathern ears of stockjobbers and Jews. 

A. Vouchsafe, at least, to pitch the key of rhyme, 
To themes more pertinent, if less sublime. 
When ministers and ministerial arts ; 
Patriots, who love good places at their hearts ; 
When admirals, extoU'd for standing still, 
Or doing nothing with a deal of skill ; 
Generals, who will not conquer when they may, 
Firm friends to peace, to pleasure^ and good pay ; 
When Freedom, wounded almost to despair. 
Though discontent alone can find out where — 
When themes like these employ the poet's tongue, 
I hear as mute as if a syren sung. 
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Or tell me, if you can, what power maintains 
A Briton's scorn of arbitrary chains? 
That were a theme might animate the dead, 
And move the lips of poets cast in lead. 

B. The cause, though worth the search, may yet 
Conjecture and remark, however shrewd, [elude 
They take, perhaps, a well directed aim. 
Who seek it in his climate and his frame. 
Liberal in all things else, yet Nature here 
With stern severity deals out the year. 
Winter invades the spring, and oflen pours 
A chilling iBood on summer's drooping flowers ; 
Unwelcome vapours quench autumnal beams, 
Ungenial blasts attending curl the streams : 
The peasants urge their harvest, ply the fork 
With double toil, and shiver at their work ; 
Thus with a rigour, for his good design'd. 
She rears her favourite man of all mankind. 
His form robust and of elastic tone, 
Proportion'd well, half muscle and half bone, 
Supplies with warm activity and force 
A mind well lodged, and masculine of course. 
Hence Liberty, sweet Liberty inspires 
And keeps alive his fierce but noble fires. 
Patient of constitutional control, 
He bears it with meek manliness of soul ; 
But, if authority grow wanton, woe 
To him that treads upon his firee-born toe ; 
One step beyond the boundary of the laws 
Fires him at once in Freedom's glorious cause. 
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Thus proud Prerogative, not much revered. 
Is seldom felt, though sometimes seen and heard ; 
And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay, 
Is kept to struts look big« and talk away. 

Born in a climate sofler far than ours, 
Not form'd like us, with such Herculean powers, 
The Frenchman, easy, debonaif ) and brisk. 
Give him his lass, his fiddle, and his firisk. 
Is always happy, reign whoever may, 
And laughs the sense of misery far away : 
He drinks his simple beverage with a gust ; 
And, feasting on an <Hiion and a cfust. 
We never feel the alacrity and joy 
With which he shouts and carols, Vive le Roy ! 
Fill'd with as much true merriment and glee 
As if he heard his king say — Slave, be firee. 

Thus happiness depends, as Nature shows, 
Less on exterior things than most suppose. 
Vigilant over all that he has made, 
Kind Providence attends with gracious aid ; 
Bids equity throughout his works prevail. 
And weighs the nations in an even scale ; 
He can encourage slavery to a smile, 
And fill with discontent a British isle. 

A. Freeman and slave then, if the case be such, 
Stand on a level ; and you prove too much : 
If all men indiscriminately share 
His fostering power, and tutelary ciure. 
As well be yoked by Despotism's hand, 
As dwell at large in Britain's chartered land. 
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B. No. Freedom has a thousand charms to show, 
That slaves, howe'er contented, never know. 
The mind attains beneath her happy reign 
The growth that Nature meant she should attain ; 
The varied fields of science, ever new. 
Opening and wider opening on her view. 
She ventures onward with a prosperous force. 
While no base fear impedes her in her course t 
Religion, richest favour of the skies, 
Stands most reveaVd before the freeman's eyes ; 
No shades of superstition blot the day. 
Liberty chases all that gloom away. 
The soul, emancipated, unoppress'd. 
Free to prove all things and hold fast the best, 
Learns much ; and to a thousand listening minds 
Communicates with joy the good she finds ; 
Courage in arms, and ever prompt to show 
His manly forehead to the fiercest foe ; 
Glorious in war, but for the sake of peace, 
His spirits rising as his toils increase. 
Guards well what arts and industry have won, 
And Freedom claims him for her firstborn son. 
Slaves fight for what were better cast away — 
The chain that binds them, and a tyrant's sway ; 
But they that fight for freedom undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can have at stake : — 
Religion, virtue, truth, whatever we call 
A blessing — ^freedom is the pledge of all. 
O Liberty I the prisoner's pleasing dream, 
The poet's muse, his passion, and his theme ; 
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Genius is thine, and thou art Fancy's nurse ; 

Lost without thee the ennobling powers of verse ; 

Heroic song from thy free touch acquires 

Its clearest tone, the rapture it inspires. 

Place me where Winter breathes his keenest air, 

And I will sing, if Liberty be there; 

And I wiU sing at Liberty's dear feet. 

In Afric's torrid clime, or Lidia's fiercest heat* 

A. Sing where you please ; in such a cause I grant 
An English poet's privilege to rant ; 
But is not Freedom — at least, is not ours 
Too apt to play the wanton with her powers. 
Grow freakish, and, o'erleaping every mound, 
Spread anarchy and terror all around ? 

S. Agreed. But would you sell or slay your horse 
For bounding and curvetting in his course ? 
Or if, when ridden with a careless rein, 
He break away, and seek the distant plain ? 
No. His high mettle, under good control, 
Gives him Olympic speed, and shoots him to the 
goal. 

Let Discipline employ her wholesome arts ; 
Let magistrates alert perform their parts, 
Not .skulk or put on a prudential mask. 
As if their duty were a desperate task ; 
Let active laws apply the needful curb, 
To guard the peace that riot would disturb ; 
And Liberty, preserved from wild excess. 
Shall raise no feuds for armies to suppress. 
When Tumult lately burst his prison door, 
And set plebeian thousands in a roar ; 
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When he usurp*d authority's just place, 

And dared to look liis master in the face ; 

When the rude rabble's watchword was — ^Destroy, 

And blazing London seem'd a second Troy ; 

Liberty blush'd, and hung her drooping head, 

Beheld their progress with the deepest dread ; 

Blush'd that effects like these she should produce, 

Worse than the deeds of galley-slaves broke loose. 

She loses in such storms her very name, 

And fierce licentiousness should bear the blame. 

Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold ; 
Cheap, though blood-^bought, and thrown away 

when sold ; 
May no foes ravish thee, and no false friend 
Betray thee, while professing to defend I 
Prize it, ye ministers ; ye monarchs, spare ; 
Ye patriots, guard it with a miser's care. 

A. Patriots, alas I the few that have been found, 
Where most they flourish, upon English ground, 
The country's need have scantily supplied, 

And the last left the scene when Chatham died. 

B. Not so — the virtue still adorns our age, 
Though the chief actor died upon the stage. 
In him Demosthenes was heard again; 
Liberty taught him her Athenian strain ; 
She clothed him with authority and awe, 
Spoke from his lips, and in his looks gave law. 
His speech, his form, his action, full of grace. 
And all his country beaming ill his face. 

He stood, as some inimitable hand 

Would strive to make a Paul or TuUy stand. 
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« 

No sycophant or slave, that dared oppose 
Her sacred cause, but tr^oohled when he rose ; 
And every venal stickler for the yoke 
Felt himself crush'd at the first word he spoke. 

Such men are raised to station and command. 
When Providence means mercy to a land. 
He speaks, and they appear ; to him they owe 
Skill to direct, and strength to strike the blow ; 
To manage with address, to seize with power 
The crisis of a dark decisive hour. 
So Gideon eam'd a victory not his own ; 
Subserviency his praise, and that alone. 

Poor England I thou art a devoted deer, 
Beset with every ill but that of fear. 
The nations hunt ; all mark thee for a prey ; 
They swarm around thee, and thou stand'st at bay : 
Undaunted still, though wearied and perplex'd, 
Once Chatham saved thee ; but who saves thee next ? 
Alas ! the tide of pleasure sweeps along 
All that should be the boast of British song. 
'Tis not the wreath that once adom*d thy brow, 
The prize of happier times, will serve thee now. 
Our ancestry, a gallant christian race. 
Patterns of every virtue, every grace. 
Confessed a God; they kneel'd before they fought, 
And praised him in the victories he wrought. 
Now from the dust of ancient days bring forth 
Their sober zeal, integrity, and worth ; 
Courage, ungraced by these, afironts the skies, 
Is but the fire without the sacrifice. 
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The Stream that feeds the wellspring of the heart 
Not more invigorates life's noblest part, 
Than virtue quickens with a warmth divine 
The powers that sin has brought to a decline. 

A, The inestimable estimate of Brown 
Rose like a paper-kite, and charm'd the town ; 
But measures, plann'd and executed well, 
Shifted the wind that raised it, and it fell. 
He trod the very selfsame ground you tread, 
And victory refuted all he said. 

S. And yet his judgment was not framed amiss ; 
Its error, if it err*d, was merely this — 
He thought the dying hour already come, 
And a complete recovery struck him dumb. 
But that effeminacy, folly, lust, 
Enervate and enfeeble, and needs must ; 
And that a nation shamefully debased 
Will be despised and trampled on at last. 
Unless sweet penitence her powers renew, 
Is truth, if history itself be true. 
There is a time, and justice marks the date. 
For long forbearing clemency to wait ; 
That hour elapsed, the incurable revolt 
Is punished, and down comes the thunderbolt. 
If Mercy then put by the threatening blow, 
Must she perform the same kind office now ? 
May she I and, if offended Heaven be still 
Accessible, and prayer prevail, she will. 
Tis not, however, insolence and noise, 
Tlie tempest of tumultuary joys, 
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Nor is it jet despondence and dismay 
Will win her visits or engage her stay ; 
Prayer only, and the penitential tear, 
Can call her smiling down, and fix her here. 

But when a country (one that I could name) 
In prostitution sinks the sense of shame ; 
When infamous venality, grown bold. 
Writes on his bosom, to be let or sold ; 
When perjury, that Heaven-defying vice. 
Sells oaths by tale, and at the lowest price. 
Stamps God's own name upon a lie just made, 
To turn a penny in the way of trade 
When avarice starves (and never hides his €ace) 
Two or three millions of the human race. 
And not a tongue inquires how, where, or when, 
Though conscience will have twinges now and then : 
When profanation of the sacred cause 
In aU its parts, times, ministry, and laws, 
Bespeaks a land, once christian, fallen and lost, 
In all that wars against that title most ; 
What follows next let cities of great name. 
And regions long since desolate proclaim. 
Nineveh, Babylon, and ancient Rome 
Speak to the present times and times to come; 
They cry aloud in every careless ear. 
Stop, while ye may ; suspend your mad career ; 
O learn, from our example and our fate, 
Learn wisdom and repentance ere too late I 

Not only Vice disposes and prepares 
The mind that slumbers sweetly in her snares, 



To stoop tojfjff^^f^y^j^ i|h«i^'4vqmni^4» . '^ 

A^^^ ^:i^Qli«h!d.{ia(^ ];]ie(Meath.his hand . 

(A di^.e%:j;};«l^ one. of Nature's laws 

Unchang;e«yi^Jj j^^oneoted wUh jlt& cauBe) ; 

But Proxidexjtjf^ hyaaself will iniei^vBiie, 

To throw his dark dii^leasure a'er the scene< 

All arc his ki^trvimieQts ; each form of war> 

What Jj^yiP^fAt home, or threatens from afar, 

^tfi^e.ia aiTfus^ her elements at strife, 

The storms ^hat overset the joys of life, 

Ar^ but <bis rods to scourge a guilty land, 

And .waste it at the bidding of his hand. 

He gives the word, and mutiny soon roars 

In all h^ ggates, and shakes her distant shores ; 

The standards of all nations are unfurFd ; 

She has one foe, and that one foe the world. 

And if he doom that people with a frown, 

And mark them with a seal of wrath press'd down. 

Obduracy takes place ; callous and tough, 

The reprobated race grows judgment-'proof; 

E^^h.sl)[akes beneath them, and Heaven roars above ; 

Buti japthing scares them from the course they love. 

To the lascivious pipe and wanton song. 

That charm down fear, they frolic it along, 

With mad rapidity and unconcern, 

Down tixtbe gulf from which is no return. 

They ti;ust,in navies, and their navies fail— 

Cp4!^ .^urse can cast away ten thousajid sail ! 

They trust in ajrmies, and their courage dies ; 

In wisdom, wealth, in fortune^ and in lies ; 
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Bot an thej trust in withers, as it mmt. 
When he commands in whom the j place no trust. 
Vengeance at last pours down upon their coast 
A long despised, but now victorioiis, host ; 
Tyranny sends the chain that must abridge 
Tlie noble sweep of all their privilege ; 
Gives liberty the last, the mortal, riiock ; 
Slips the slave's collar on, and snaps the lock. 

A, Such lofty strains embellish what you teaeh» 
Mean you to prophesy, or but to preach ? 

J9. I know the mind that feels indeed the fire 
The Muse imparts, and can command the lyre» 
Acts with a force, and kindles with a z^al, 
Whatever the theme, that others never leeL 
If human woes her soft attention claim, 
A tender sympathy pervades the frame, 
She pours a sensibility divine 
Along the nerve of every feeling line. 
But if a deed not tamely to be borne 
Fire indignation and a sense of scorn. 
The strings are swept with such a power, so loud, 
The storm of music shakes the astonished crowd. 
So, when remote futurity is brought 
Before the keen inquiry of her thought, 
A terrible sagacity informs 
The poet*s heart ; he looks to distant storms ; 
He hears the thunder ere the tempest lowers ; 
And, arm'd with strength surpassing human powers. 
Seizes events as yet unknown to man. 
And darts his soul into the dawning plan. 

VOL. VI. ft 
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Hence, in a Roman mouth, tlie graced nctme 
Of prophet and of poet was the same ; 
Hence British poets too the priestiiood shared, 
And every hallowed druid was a bard. 
But no prophetic fires to me belong ; 
I play with syllables, and sport in song. 

A. At Westminster, where little poets^ strive 
To set a distich upon six and five. 
Where Discipline helps opening buds of sense, 
And makes his pupils proud with silver pence, 
I was a poet too : but modem taste 
Is so refined, and delicate, and chaste, 
That verse, whatever fire the fancy warms, 
Without a creamy smoothness has no charms. 
Thus all success depending on an ear, 
And thinking I might purchase it too dear. 
If sentiment were sacrificed to sound, 
And truth cut short to make a period round, 
I judged a man of sense could scarce do worse - 
Than caper in the morris-dance of verse. 

JB. Thus reputation is a spur to wit, 
And some wits flag through fear of losing it* 
Give me the line that ploughs its stately course. 
Like a proud swan, conquering the stream by ioroe ; 
That, like some cottage beauty, strikes the heart. 
Quite unindebted to die tricks of art. 
When labour and when dullness, club in hand, 
]:4ike the two figuiies at St. Dunstan's stand, 
Beating alternately, in measured time. 
The clockw(H*k tintimmbulum of rkyaie, • 
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Exact and regular the sounds will be ; 

But such mere quarter^strokes are not for me. 

From him who rears a poem lank and long, 
To him who strains his aU into a song; 
Perhaps some bonny Caledonian air, 
All birks and braes, though he was never there ; 
Or, haying whelp'd a prologue with great pains. 
Feels himself spent, and fumbles for his brains ; 
A prologue interdash'd with many a stroke — 
An art oontriy'd to advertise a joke. 
So that the jest is clearly to be seen. 
Not in the words -but in the gap between ; 
Manner is all in all, whatever is writ, 
The substitute for genius, sense, and wit. 

To dally much with subjects mean and low 
Proves that the mind is weak, or makes it so. 
Neglected talents rust into decay. 
And every eSoitt ends in pushpin play. 
The man that means success should soar above 
A soldier's feather, or a lady's glove ; 
Else, summoning the muse to such a theme, 
The fruit of all her labour is whipp'd cream. 
As if an eagle flew aloft, and then — 
Stoop'd from its highest pitch to pounce a wren. 
As if the poet, purposing to wed. 
Should carve himself a wife in gingerbread. 

Ages elaps'd ere Homer's lamp appear'd. 
And ages ere the Mantuan swan, was heard ; 
To carry nature lengdis unknown before, 
To give a Milton btrik, ask'd ages more. 

c 2 



Thus genij^ TPS^ ^J^d set«al} prder*4 tim^^, ^. 

And shot a.4^^y:«fpcing into dist^j^t (^imes^ .,. , ^ . 
Ennobling every. r^iooL.thai^ he chosj^ ; , ,, ^ // 
He sunk in .(^i^^QC^,.4n.It^y he rpse ; , , . ,, ^ 
Andy^u^\]l^ yi^s pf, Gothic <brkne§s p«8s'^ ,. . ^. 
Emerged all splendour in our isle, at last.. ^ ■ y 
Thwi,l^Y(f\y,l^cyom dive into the waaip^j , ^ ..^ 
Then sh^x^r ^ off tlieir shining. plumes ag^i>i ^ .^^ ^ 

A. Is g^pus, only found in epic lays? ,,. ^^^ 
Prove thif^and forfeit all pretence to praij^^.. .^ i^ 
Make their heroic powers your own atonc^;^ ^ ^/y 
Or candidly ccmfes3 yourself a dunce. ,,7 

Bf ^TJi^e^ ^^re the ohief ; each interval of xfig|i^ 
Wmi (graced .with many an undulating light* r |^- 
In less illuf^txious bards his beauty shone. . ^ ] | 
A meteor, or a sjtar; in these, the sun. . ..„ y ) 

The nightingale may claim the topmost .bpvig;^ p 
While .t))Q.poor grasshopper must chirp below... ,,^ 
Lik^. him unnoticed, I, and such as I, , .,, t 

' 111 m. 

Spread )itj()e wing^ and rather skip than fly,^ .^ | p 
bFer^Uqn tha meagre produce.of the laijid, ., ,177 
An ell Qr^two of prospect we command ;i, .. „ ,, j-j- 
But never peep beyond the thorny boupjd, . ! ,f j| 
Or oaken fen^p, tfiiat hems the paddock coufid;., .) 
In Edep, #r^yet.innQg^n9e of lipart. , , ^^ 
Had^5iute4ifpcmtry waspptanart; / ,. , ,. ;../7 
Language|f^l¥)i5e all teactwg, or if ti^ught. .. "^,, | 
Onlyby.srftt^^e.an^gfpwiflg.^hovglit, " .'. ^f,„, 
Elegant a8,^DUcity,,ai^^ warm . . , : ..,.7 
As ecstasy, ^mWf^)ff ^F%. „. , . .,..,. , )j 
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Not prompted,' ds in oiir degeiKetat^ da3r6, 

By low ambition and the thirst of praise, ' 

Was natural a^ is the flowing stream, 

And yet magnificent — a God the theme ! ' • ' 

That dieme on earth exhausted, thon^ above 

'Tis found as everlasting as his love, 

Man lavish'd all his thoughts on human things*— 

The floats of heroes and the wrath of kings ; 

But still, while virtue kindled his delight. 

The song was moral, and so far was right. 

'Twas thus till luxury seduced the mind 

To joys less innocent, as less refined ; 

l^n Genius danced a bacchanal ; he crown*d 

The brimming goblet, seized the th3rrsus, bound ' 

His brows with ivy, rush'd into the field 

Of wild imagination, and there reeFd, 

llie victim of his own lascivious fires. 

And, dizzy with delight, profaned the sacred wires : 

Anacreon, Horace, play'd in Greece and Rome 

This bedlam part; and others nearer home. 

When Cromwell fought for power, and while he reign'd 

The proud protector of the power he giun'd. 

Religion, harsh, intolerant, austere. 

Parent of manners like herself severe. 

Drew a rough copy of the Christian fkce. 

Without the smile, the sweetness, or the grace ; 

The dark and sullen humour of the time 

Judged every effort of the muse a crime ; 

Verse, in the finest mould of fancy cadt, 

Was lumber in ^'age so void of taste. 
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But when the second Charles assumed the sway, ' 
And arts revived beneath a softer day, 
Then, like a bow long forced into a crarve, 
The mind, releasisd from too constrainM it nerv6", '^ 
Flew to its first position witii a spring-, ' '*' 

That made the vaulted roofs of pleasure i^ng. ^ 
His court, the dissolute and hateful school ^ "" 
Of wantonness, where vice was taught by nkli6, ' " ' 
Swarm'd with a scribbling herd, as de6p Inland ' 
With brutal lust as ever Circe made. ' ' ^ 

From these a long succession, in the rage ^ 

Of rank obscenity, debauch'd their ag6 : ' '^ 

Nor* ceased till, ever anxious to redress 
The abuses of her sacred charge, tJie press. 
The Muse instructed a well nurtured train ' 
Of abler votaries to cleanse the stain, 
And claim the palm for purity of song, 
That lewdness had usurp'd and worn so Idngl ' ' 
Then decent pleasantry and sterling sense. 
That neither gave nor would endure offenCJ^ ' ' '^ 
Whipp'd out of sight, with satire just and keen, ^ 
The puppy pack that had defiled the scene. ' '" 

In front of these came Addison. In him 
Humour in holiday and sightly trim, 
Sublimity and attic taste combined. 
To polish, furnish, and delight the mind. * 
Then Pope, as harmony itself exact, [' '^ 

In verse well disciplined, complete, compact,* '"' 
Gave virtue and morality a grace, - » 

That, ^uite eclipsing pleasure's pointed fk'ce, ' 
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Levi^4 a Uix of wonder and applause^ 

E'en on the foolf that trampled on their laws. 

But he (his nwsical finesse was such, 

So nice bis ear» so delicate his touch) 

Made poetry a mere mechanic art ; 

And every warbler has his tune by heart. 

Nature imparting her satiric gift, 

Her seripus mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift, 

With droll sobriety they raised a smile 

At folly's cost, themselves unmov'd the while. 

That constellation set, the world in vain 

Must hope to look upon their like again. 

A. Are we then left — JS, Not whoUy in the dark ; 
Wit now and then, struck smartly, shows a spark. 
Sufficient to redeem the modem race 
From total night and absolute disgrace. 
While servile trick and imitative knack 
Confine the million in the beaten track, 
Perhaps some courser, who disdains the road, 
Snufis up the wind, and flings himself abroad. 

Contemporaries all surpassed, see one ; 
Short his career indeed, but ably run ; 
Churchill, himself unccmscious of his powers. 
In penury consumed his idle hours; 
And, like a scattered seed at random sown, 
Was left to spring by vigour of his own. 
Lifted at length, by dignity of thought 
And dint of genius, to an affiuent lot, 
He laid his head in luxury's soft lap, 
And took,- too often, there his easy nap. 
If brighter beams ihan all he' threw not forth* 



'Twas negligence wfham^-iiatyintddfsdBTtt^jd ititJ 
Surly and slovc^j^iffiid boidaodhBOBiae^Da ^-^'jvo mU 
Too proisobifor %$fytipd^tnmlm§dmmiteiimeti^ nudT 
SpendthriftiaUkeibfaiiciii^ettii^ jiL hnA 

Always at speed, ini<iteireit^dEBi»x^ifoit^r:/n.)/l (n^l 
He struck the \yi^ in < su^h . a^oQreleBS' imq^i i:\\\-Ae A 
AnA ndiidaifa^d'the nfcleslhe und^iatood^ .^ /• oh 'ni I 
TheJajirel seemed' to wait On hiaJSOoman^T^'M hn A 
He snaxMi it tudsly from the muses' ^'heiliiiu >ir tii V 
Nature^ eicertingan unwearied powers • -'jn-AU hnA 
Forms, opens, and gives scent to^^fery fWt#«ei| mH 
Spreads thefli^esh verdure of the field, and/lettfcii >>t 
Tlie dancing Kaiads through the devfy i^eads^ :i^>^'' 
She fills profuse ten thousand little tfa»>atb i'^^^'- *' /• 
With ^Mhisic modulating all thdir notee^ > « > '-< 3iiT 
And charms the woodland scenes and wikUi^ui^faiitad j 
With artless airs and concerts of her tm^^^-d •)\\M^f*. 
But seldotad (ias if fearful of expense)* "^ '• biiA 
Vouchsafes to man a poet's just pretence-^ (' <. "'iHl 
Fervency, freedom, fluency of thou^t, .- ,..\ t\\ 
Harmony, strength, words exquisitely soughl^t ^'^'^ 
Fancy, tfiat from the bow that spains llie^skrp' t; <i // 
Brings colours,* dipp'd in heaven, that ]ie?>eri diet v/i 
A sbiil ekalted above earth, a muid ^ '-,> .! >i / 1 

Skill'd if^fSbe characters that form mankind |. : h.'/ 
And, as'the stm, in rising beauty dreisU, • •. i .'< // 
Looks to->the wedtwardfVom the dap^kdeasU • l 
And mai^kft*^ Hidiat^ver tiloud^ may iarteiposd, -. i - 1 ! 
Ere yet his racer be^s, itsglorious dl^se; t 

An eye Hke ^ia to idat<5h> the dntantJgcuii ; ' . < \ 

Or, ere the wh^^'t^^efs^ibegUt^rdlvL ' ' : ' ' 






Like hi&ttoiaheib il l eyi i l ii tia ymy "> > ^ ^^ '\v*(i "-i'*^ I 
On every 8ceraB^Hni'iii)ii^iktfiiin[fi|na»i bj- j i -''. 
Thus granidp'&ffinairaaMrtebiiK^tJiiutaisi >v>r 
And l^e world)che6r&% adniitB'tiie.it]ai]tt 
Pity Religiqii'hpi'BO'Bdclom'fbABil 
A skilful l ftiiifc =iinto 'poetic gcPunAi ' r -^ 

The flowe];i"<imiild> spring where'en she! d^ga'Att^ 
And ev^.vum^ attend her in her way*. ..\fiaag\ 
Virtue lAdned meets mttiy a rhynlijig frkni^ . -. > • 
And many a compliinent politely peon^ ;^ ><<.'' 
But, uaailtked m that becoming vest 
Relig^Mnl^heayes ibr her, and half undvesfkU . ^ 
Standi Ilk tbe desert shivering and fori(»Q», : . > ! 
A wintry figinne* like a withered thonu ■> . > * 
The shelves ave&U, all other themes «respf4 w . . v 
Ibanlm^'d and worn to the last iOimsy tbi^fxidi . . / 
Satire has hang since done bis best ; and ci»rf4 > 
And loathsome sibaldry has done his wprst;. 
Fancy has^wited all her powers away 
In tales, in taB^^ and in children's pl#y i 
And 'tkitJw sad complaint, and almost truc^ .. . • > 
Whate'fFiwe write, we bring forth notbing^aev^ . . t 
'Tw^y^jnew indeed to see a bard. all fir^ , . I 
Touch'd with a coal from heaven* assume. M^^.ljfr^, 
And tell libe worid, still kmdltng as ha amgi . t. 
With more.thtta iaortal music on bis ^ongH^,^ 
That He^.wlMi d^ed below, and^refigns«bp!^)^ • , I 
Inspires fi^fcstg^ mi th^t bis nfmn B^Lm^f \ 

For, aftec^aH tfmerbjy to,b«igjiwJe» • ., ,^ , • 
By flowing tei^bemtai^ ai fl(}w)9rydaty}e. 
The t8edium;tthatithe»J»^y4^$b m^9¥Pi^^ 
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Which now and then sweet poetry maj cure ; 

Or, if to see the name of idle self, 

Stamped on the well bound quarto, grace the shelf. 

To float a bubble on the breath of fame, 

Prompt his endeavour and engage his aim. 

Debased to servile purposes of pride. 

How are the powers of genius misapplied ! 

The gift, whose oflGice is the giver's praise. 

To trace him in his word, his works, his ways ! 

Then spread the rich discovery, and invite 

Mankind to share in the divine delight : 

Distorted from its use and just design. 

To make the pitiful possessor shine. 

To purchase at the fool-frequented fair 

Of vanity a wreath for self to wear, 

Is profanation of the basest kind — 

Proof of a trifling and a worthless mind. 

A, Hail, Sternhold, then ; and, Hopkins, hail ! — 
B. Amen. 
If flattery, folly, lust, employ the pen ; 
If acrimony, slander, and abuse. 
Give it a charge to blacken and traduce ; 
Though Butler's wit. Pope's numbers. Prior's ease, 
With all that fancy can invent to please, 
Adorn the polish'd periods as they fall, 
One madrigal of theirs is worth them all. 

A. 'Twould thin the ranks of the poetic tribe, 
To dash the pen through all that you proscribe. 

B. No matter— we could shift when they were 

not; 
And should, no doubt, if they were all forgot. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Origin of error — Man endowed with freedom of -ii^Ll^ 
Motives for Aetion — AttractionB of maBic-^The efato«»^TbMB 
amusements not suited to the Clergj^-CMe of Opoi4pi)p^ 
Force. f»f ^z&mple — Due observance of the Sabbath — Ct^rds 
•i^d, .dfuic^ig — Tbe drunkard and the coxcomb — Folly and 
innocence — Hurtful pleasures — Virtuous pleasures— Effebtb t)f 
the inordinate indulgence of pleasure— Dangerous' tten4etit3r 
of manj works of imagination— Apostrophe -to Lord €)h«ft'4r- 
field— Our earliest years the most important**-Fa8hiox^^e 
education — The grand tour — ^Accomplishments have taken t|>e 
place of virtue — Qualities requisite in a critic of the Bible — 
Power of the press — Solicitude of enthusiasm to make ^r<)B4- 
IjTtes — Fondness of authors for their literary progeay^-^Ttie 
blunderer iknpatient of contradiction«-*MovBl faiihs and to^s 
of the understanding reciprocally produce one another^The 
cup of pleasure to be tasted with caution — Force of habk>— 
The wanderer from the right path directed to ihe Cross. 
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THE PROGRESS OF ERROR. 

Si quid loquar audiendum. hor. lib. xy. oo. t« 

Si»Gy lenuiie^ (if such a theme, so dark» sq longi, 
Mky ^asdn miise ta grace it with a Bongi) , \f 
What utaseenand unsugpected arts 
e serpent Error twines round human h^aits f ' ' - 
,X^l| where she lurks, beneath what flowery ^ac!^':^, 
v'Tha^ jiot, a glimpse, of genuine light pervades, ' ', 
^iie'poiAoilousy black, insinuating wono • ., «. 

'Shte^ssAilly conceals her loathsome Hamx. ^ > ut 
L2i^f if ye can, ye careless and supine, * * ^ '■ • 
I^.QA^el and caution from a voice like mine I ' ' * 
..Xlruth^y that the theorist could never reach^ / ^. 
» And <^9senration taught me, I would teach- ^ 'j 
"' ' NbtaHj tt^hose eloquence the fkncy fills, > '* t^ 
Musical as the chime of tinkling riDs, ' ' -^ - 

Weak to perform, though mighty to pretendj '^ 
Can trace her mazy windings to their end ; 
Discern the fraud beneath the specious lure. 
Prevent the danger, or prescribe the cure. 
The clear harangue, and cold as it is clear, 
Falls soporific on the listless ear ; 
Like quicksilver, the rhetoric they display 
Shines as it runs, but, grasp'd at, slips away. 
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Placed for his trial oa this bustliag 8ki^e» > . . I i 
Froo) thoii^litless youth to ruminating agO} .n . • ' ' 
Free in his will to choose or to refuse, i 

Man may improve the crisis, or abuse ; > • 

Else^ on the fatalist's unrighteous plan, , / 

Say, to what bar amenable were man ? : r 

With nou^t in charge he could betray no ^rujK ;. 
And, if he fell, would fall because he must ; ,, ) 
If love reward him, or if vengeance strike^ : { 

His recompence in both unjust alike. , ^^ 

Divine authority within his breast . \ 

Brings every thought, word, action, to the iest,^ • , 
Warns him or prompts, approves him or restraiiifl^^ 
As reason, or as passion, takes the reins. ^ 

Heaven from above, and conscience from within, i 
Cries in his startled ear — Abstain from sin ! 
The world around solicits his desire, 
And kindles in his soul a treacherous fire ; < 

While, all his purposes and steps to guard, 
Peace follows virtue as its sure reward ; 
And pleasure brings as surely in her train 
Remorse, and sorrow, and vindictive pain. . 

Man, thus endued with an elective voice, 
Must be supplied with objects of his choice* 
Where'er he turns, enjoyment and delight. 
Or present or in prospect, meet his sight : , 
Those open on the spot their honey'd store ; 
These call him loudly to pursuit of more. 
His unexhausted mine the sordid vice 
Avarice show8> and virtue is the price. 
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Here vanmis »iotiT66 hiis ambition raise — 
Power, pomp, and splendour, and the thirst of praise; 
There beauty woos him with expanded amra ; 
E'en bacchanalian madness has its charms. 

Nor these alone, whose pleasures less refined 
Might well alarm the most unguarded mind, 
Se^ to supplant his inexperienced jouth, 
Or lead him devious fi'om the path of truth ; 
Hourly allurements on his passions press, 
Safe in themselves, but dangerous in the excess. 

Hark ! how it floats upon the dewy air ! 
O whs^ a d3ring, dying close was there ! 
'Tis harmony, from yon sequestered bower. 
Sweet harmony, that soothes the midnight hoar! 
Long ere the charioteer of day had run 
His morning course the enchantment was begun ; 
And he shall gild yon mountain's height again, 
Ere yet the pleasing toil becomes a pain. 

Is this the rugged path, the steep ascent. 
That virtue points to? Can a life thus spent 
Lead to the bliss she promises the wise. 
Detach the soul from earth, and speed her to die 
Ye devotees to your adored employ, [skies? 

Enthusiasts, drunk with an unreal joy, 
Love makes the music of the blest above. 
Heaven's harmony is universal love; 
And earthly sounds, though sweet and well com- 
And lenient as soft opiates to the mind, [bined. 
Leave vice and folly tmsubdued behind. 

Gray dawn a^^ears ; the sportsman and his train 
Speckle the bosom of the distant plain; 
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Tis he, the Nimcod of the neighbouring lairs; 
Save that his scent is less acute than theirs, 
For persevering chase, and headlong leaps» 
True beagle as the fttanchest hound he keejps. 
Charged with the folly of his life's mad scaie, 
He takes offence, and wonders what you mean ; 
The joy the danger and the toil overpays — 
Tis exercise, and health, and length of da3r8. 
Again impetuous to the field he flies ; 
Leaps every fence but one, there fiills and dies ; 
Like a slain deer, the tumbrel brings him home, 
Uomiss'd but by his dogs and by his groom. 
Ye clergy, while your orbit is your place, 
Lights of the world and stars of human race ; 
But, if eccentric ye forsake your sphere, 
Prodigies ominous and view'd with fear : 
The comet's baneful influence is a dream ; 
Yours real, and pernicious in the extreme. 
What then ! — are appetites and lusts laid down 
With the same ease that man puts on his gown ? 
Will avarice and concupiscence give place, 
Charm'd by the sounds— Your Reverence, or your 

Grace ? 
No. But his own engagement binds him fast ; 
Or, if it does not, brands him to the last 
What atheists call him — a designing knave, 
A mere church juggler, hypocrite, and slave. 
Oh, laugh or mourn with me the rueful jest, 
A cassock'd huntsman and a fiddling priest I 
He from Italian songsters takes his cue : 
Set Paul to music, he shall quote him too. 



He take»>th«fi(BU. Hie auuCer of Uie pack 
Cries— W^ dmti$ aamt 1 aid daps iiiin on the back. 
Is this tha path ij£ aanctitj ? Is tiiia 
To 8t8^^iwe^^maxk in the road to Uiss ? 
Himself a wandaf^r from the narrow way, 
His si)ly .sH^p, what wonder if they stray ? 
Qoy cast your orders at yonr bbhop's feet, 
Send your diahmiQiir'd gown to Mmunouth Street ! 
The sacred funoti^m in your hands is made-— 
Sad sacrilege I^— no fiuictioD, but a trade ! 

O^piduus is a pastor of renown, 
When he has pray'd and preach'd the sabbath down, 
With wire and catgut he concludes the day, 
Quaverii|g-and semiquavering care away. 
The full concerto swells upon your ear ; 
All elbowis shake. Look in, and you would swear 
The Babylonian tyrant with a nod 
Had summoned them to serve his golden god. 
So wdl that thought the employment seems to suit. 
Psaltery and sackbut, dulcimer and flute. 
O fie ! 'tis evangdical and pure : 
OlkiArve each ^M^e, how sober and demure I 
Ecstasy sets her stamp on every mien ; 
Chins fiiUtoy-and not an eyeball to be seen. 
Still I insist, though music heretofore 
Has charm'd me much, (not e'en Occiduus more,) 
Love, joy> and peace mtke harmony more meet 
For sabbath evenings, and perhaps as sweet. 
Will not the sickliest sheep of every flock 
Resort to this example as a rock ; 

VOL. VI. fl 
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There stiwdlvaiidr jmldfy tte foul jAnibBv 
Of 8al>l>atlft'liottffs*i«ith4iki]aiiik«3d(rD»e • 
If apostolio'gtfaeirit^rbrefSrfse > ' , > 

To play the fbdl on Amfdays, ^yr^noiNWie ? 
If he the trnkKag intfpsichord -Begandft . > 
As inoffensiY^^ what offiencie m<cnrdB? 
Strike up the fiddles, let Ufl all be gay 1 > 
Lajnnen have leave to dancse, i£ parttm»'p]ayi i 

O Italy !— Thy sdMbaths wiU be toon 
Our sabbath8> closed widi mamiaery uld iraflbon. 
Preaching and pranks wiU share the motley acsne 
Ours parcell'd out» as thine have ever been, • 
God's worship and the mountebank between^ - ' 
What says the prophet? Let that day be Ueat 
With holiness and consecrated rest* 
Pastime and business both it should asdude^ 
And bar the door the moment they intrude ; '.. i 
Nobly distinguish' d above all die aix 
By deeds in which the world must never mix* f 
Hear him again. He callis it a delight* 
A day of luxury observed <»ghty . 

When the glad soul is made Heaven's welco^M^ 

guest, 1 

Sits banqueting* and Grod provides the feast. . ; 
But trifiera ^re engaged and cannot come ; 
Their answer to the call is — Not at home. , < 

O tlie dear pleasures <£ the velvet plain, . 
The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again ! 
Cards, with what rapture, and. |iie ppUsh'cl ^e, 
The yawning chasm of indolence supply ! 
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Then to the dfoioe, and make lihe sober aodon 

Witness of jojs that dum the fd^tviwMKL 

Blame, cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball^ 

The snug <^e party, or thto apleadid hi^l, : - 

Where Night, dcrani at^oping finooik har ebonibraiie, 

Views constellatioiiB bri^iter than her -awn. 

'Tis innocent, and faannlew, and refined, 

The balm of cave, Elysitun of Ihe mind« 

Innocent ! Oh$ tf Tanerable Time 

Slain at the foot of Pleasure be no crizBe, 

Then> with- hia sihrer beard and magic wand. 

Let Comna rise archbishop of the land; 

Let him your rubric and your feasts presefibe, 

Grand metropditaii of all the tf^l^e^ 

Of jnanners rou^, and coarse athlelaecast, 
The rank debaa<^ suits Clodio*B filthy taste. 
Rufillus, exquisftely form'd by rule, 
Not of the moral but the dancing school^ 
Wonders at Clodio's follies, in a tone > 

As tragical, as odiersat his own. 
He cannot drink five bottles, bilk ^e score, 
Then kill a constable, tod drink fiye more ; 
But he can draw a pattern, make a tarty 
And has the ladies' etiquette by heart. 
Go, fool ; uid) arm in arm with Clodio, plead 
Your cause befol*e a biCr you little dread ; 
But know, 'the law that bidfr the druilkard die 
Is far too jttet to pass tihe' tf Uler by. 
Both baby^eatured, and of iiiiant $isse, 
View'd from a distamie, and with heedieiss eyes, 

d2 
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Folly and innocence ard 8a<»Mke^ ' 

The difference; though' e89€»|ial^ fails to strike. 

Yet Folly ever has' a vacant dtare» 

A simpering eduntenanoe,'and a trifling air ; 

But Innocence, ^edAte^ serene^' erects 

DeKght^' OS, by engaging otBT reject* 

Man, Nature's guest by invitatioiii svreety 

Receives from h^r both appetite land. treat;/ 

But,'ffh6 play the glutton and exceed, . 

His benefactress blushes at the deed. ; " 

For Nature, nice, as liberal to. dispense,. •/ 

Made nothing but a brute the . slave, of sente« 

Daniel ate pulse by choice— example iBrel » ' 

Heaven bless'd the youth, and made him ftesb and 

Gorgonius sits, abdominous and woo, [fair. 

Like a fat squab upon a Chinese fan*: 

He snuffs far off the anticipated joy ; 

'Turtle and venison all his thoughts employ ; 

Prepares for meals as jockeys take a sweat, 

Oh, nauseous I-*an emetic for a whet I 

Will Providence overlook the wasted good ? 

Temperance were no virtue if he could. . . > ' 

That pleasures, therefore, or what such we laaU,; 
Are huitful, is a trtith confessed by all. / 

And some, that seem to threaten virtue less. 
Still hurtful in die abuse, or -by the excess^ 

Is man then only for his torment |^aced 
The centre of delights he may iioft> taste ? 
Like fabled Tants^us, condenm*d to hear 
The precious streahi still purling m his ear, 
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Lip-deep in what he 'kng» fsn^ and yet curst 
With prdiifaitidn and peipetiial Uiifst? 
No, wrangler-— destitutet of shame .and jsem;e» 
The precept» that enjoins him abstinence^ 
Forbids him nonebut 4he>licenti(M;i9 joyi 
Whose fruit, though fair, tempts only to destroy. 
Remorse, the fiitaJE egg^by Pleasure laid 
In every bosam where her nest is made* 
Hatched by the beams of truth, denies him rest,- 
And proves a imaging scorpion in his breast. 
No pleasure ? Are domestic comforts dead ? 
Are all ihe nameless sweets of friendship fled ? 
Has time worn out, or &shion put to shame, 
6tiod sense:, good health, good consdence, and 

good fame ? 
All these belong to virtue, and all prove 
That virtue has a title to your love. 
Have you no toudi of pity, that the poor. 
Stand starred at your inhospitable door ? 

Or if yourself, too scantily supplied. 

Need help, let honest industry provide. 

Earn, if you want; if you abound, impart: 

These botik are pleasures to the feeling heart. 

No pleasure ? Hi» some sickly eastern waste 

Sent us a Wind to parch us at a b^^ ^ 

Can British' Paradise/ no scenesi afigid . 

To please ;hes sated and indiSiesrenft lord ? 

Are sweet pfaUosophy'ci epjaym^nts run 

Quite totheledsif^ Andfbas.religiau i^one? 

Brutes ci^^^ilAe* moviA t^Ui jTPu 'ti^ a lie, , 

And judge you from the kennel and the stye. 
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Delights iike A«devyQ oensufd and ppo&fie^ 
Ye are bid, b^gg'd, bf«onght to entertoln ; , 
Caird i^ th^$Q.cvy§ii9i atrftami^ do je tuiaoff 
Obsceoe tp? $wiH and «»rallpw. at a^.trou^ ? 
Envy the beast) then, pn ;vrlioiii Haaven bcBtova 
Your pleaswreap with no^ curses m tk^e dkne. . 

Pleasujre admitted in undu^ dsegrea / . . a. 
Enslaves the will^ m&r leaves the judgment 'frasM s 
Tis not alone the grape's e»ttdng juioa 
Unnerves the moral powers, and mafsthm na^;. / 
Ambition, avarice, and the lust of&m^t 
And woman, lovely woman, does t;be.same^: 
The heart, surrender'd to the jrtiling powiatj ^- 
Of some ungovem'd passion every b(M«r, •.. 
Finds by degrees the truths that :Qnee bof e sway, 
And all their deep inipressions^ wear 9W9^ ; > , 
So coin grows smooth, in traffic current paai'4> i 
Till Caesar's image is efiacod at last . 

The breach, though small at first, seen ppa^mflf 
In rushes folly with a fiill*mooB ticte, . [ifuje, 

Then welcome enrorsy of whatever sise, ^i • 
To justify it by a thousand lies* ' . ^ < . . 

As creeping ivy clings to. wood or st^De, < . . / 
And hides the ruin tiiiat it feeds upon ; 
So sophistry cleaves close to and protects 
Sin's rotten trunk, concealing, its defeGta« « 

Mortals, whose pleasures are thair only.care>. 
First wish ta be Imposed on, and then ar^' 
And, lest the fulsome astifioe should fails. 
Themselves ivill hide its coarsenesa with a vail* ■ 



Not more indusmous'are thejust and true 
To give to Vktue wtet i$ Virtue'iB due-*- 
The psraifie of trisdovi) coiiieUbeM>' And usirtK, 
And call hk- oliani« topuUic notice 'forth*^^ 
-'Diaii y^'riQeattaad c&ingesadaa nwe 
To hide tiitii f^hddatskf fiefitiires of her face^ 
Her form with diiees 'and loltoa thej repaiir; 
Then kistr their, idbl, und pronoimce her ihir* 

The saoned iitiplefaeiit I now employ 
Might prore ami^chiief, or at best a toy; 
A trifle, if it move but to amuse ; 
But, if to'wiong the judgment and abuse. 
Worse than a poniard in the basest ha&d» 
It stabs at once the morals of a land. 

Ye writisrs of what none with safety reads, 
Footing it in the dance that Fancy leads ;< . 
Ye novelists, who mar what ye would mend, 
Snivelling and dhiveUing foUy without end ; 
Whose cdrrespondtnff misses fill the ream ■ 
Widi sentime^dl^ry and drean.. 
Caught ii^ a delicate $oft silken net 
By some lewd earl, or rakehell baronet : 
Ye pimps, who, under virtue's fair pretence, . 
Steal to the doset of young innocence. 
And teach tier^ inexperienced yet and gree^. 
To scribble as you scribUed at fifteen ; 
Who, khidling a ipombustion of desire, 
With some cold mocal think to^ ^ench. the fire >* 
Though all your engineering proves in vain * 
The dribbling stream ne'er puts it out again: 
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Oh thatlft't^t^'htid'pio^en'Uttifd'^ 

Far, far amy/th^se ft^sh-fli^ft of «He' fiftd, ' ' • " < ' 

Who fast^ 'i^rfibtft tiief cy dritheiklj*, ' ' • 

And suck; ania lesfve * CHcviti^ Ynftggot' tli^lre!" ' ' 
Howe'^r dWgdf^i^ ihe itiffetniiiirtory tafe, - ' 

And cover'd ^Mi a fifte-sptfti speefetlfir'tteJl * ' ' - ' 
Such'#riters, and audi readers, owe the' gtttt ''•''• ' 
And relish of their pleasure all to last'' ' " ' -^^ 
But the muse, eagle-pinion'd, has in view "' -' '' 
A quarry more important still than you ; • • . • i . i 
Down, down the wind she swims, and saSls awfey,'"* ' 
Now stoops upon it, and now grasps' the' pi'ey. ' '"' " 
Petronius I all the muses weep fot tfVtfe ; ' ' • ^' 
But every tear shall scald thy memory: • ' < 
The graces too, while Virtue at their shrkie ' * ' 
Lay bleeding under that soft hand of thine, ' ' ' ^ 
Felt ^ach a mortal stab in her owh breast, ' ^ 
AbhorfVt the sacrifice, and cursed the {^riie^^t * ' 
Thou polish'd and high-finish'd foe to trtftti, * '' 
Graybeard corrupter of our listening youth, ' * ' ' 
To purge and skim away the filth of vice, 
That so refined it might the more entice. 
Then pour it on the morals of thy son. 
To taint his heart, was worthy of thine own ? • ' ■ 
Now, while the poison all high life pervades, 
Write, if thou canst, one letter from the shades, 
One, and one only, charged with deep regret. 
That thy worst part, thy principles, live yet; 
One sad epistle thence may cure mankind 
Of the plague i^pread by bundles 1^ behind. 
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Our most imfo^Xmt .ar^ 9iir: ^rljea y^cM^ft ji 
The mind, impr/^i^e fuidfofl^ s^itjtitAM^ , 
Imbibes,4iQ4 Q()pie8r.^b«^tj^^^e]m,.9pd4ee9> . 
And througfaJi^ofi.U^byripdtvhpld^fiist the due 
That Edi|(:^ioP'g^y«A h^r^ &1#0 or tirue^ > 

Plants r;[used.i¥iih..tenderneia<are sddom strong ; 
Man's coltish disposition a&ks the thong; 
And witt^>Mt disci|pdine the fevourite Qbild* 
Like a negleptad forester, runs wild. 
But ^(Oi^ias^ii* good qualities would grow 
Sponta9^(ms»^e but little pains to sow : . • , 
We give so^m Lfttin and a smatch of Greek ; 
Teach him to fence and figure twice a week ; 
And havipg done, we think, the best we can, 
Praise his pi^afiQi^ocy, and dub him man. 

From school to Cam or Isis, and thence home ^ 
And thenc^if ith aJOi convenient speed to Rome, 
With reyeiEend tutor, clad in habit lay, 
To tease foi^ cash, and quarrel with all day ; 
With memorandum book for every town, 
And every ppst, and where the chaise broke down; 
His stock, a few French phrases got by heart. 
With much to learn, but nothing to impart ; 
The youth,, obedient to. his sire's commands. 
Sets off' a wander^ into foreign lands. 
Surprised at all they meet, the gosling pair, 
WiUi awkward gait, stretched neck, a^id silly stare,. 
Discover hmge cadiedral^ bui^t with ston^. 
And steeples towering high) much like our own ; , 
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But show peeuiiair light by nany a grin 
At popish practices obsenred within. 

Ere long some bowing, smirking, ssiart abb6 
Remarks two loiterers that have lost their way; 
And, being always fHimed with politesse 
For men of their appearance and address^ 
With much compassion undertakes thei task 
To tell them more than they have wit to'dsk;; 
Points to inscriptions wheresoe'er they trebd, 
Such as, when legible, were never read, . . 

But being canker'd now and half worn onl^ . . 
Craze antiquarian brains with endless doubt 9 • 
Some headless hero, or some Csesar sdiow^*— 
Defective only in his Roman nose ; 
Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans, 
Models of Herculean pots and pans ; 
And setts diem medals, which, if neither nure 
Nor ancient,^^ will be so^ preserved with care. 

Strange the recital I from whatever cause 
His great improvement and new lights he draws, 
The squire, once bashful, is shame&ced no more^ - 
But teems with powers he never felt b^re ; 
Whether increased momentum^ and the force 
With which from dime to dime he sped hb. course, 
(As axles sometimes kindle as they go^). 
Chafed him, and brought dull nature to a glow ; 
Or whether dearer skies and softer air, 
That make Italian flowers so sweet .and fait. 
Freshening his laay spirits as he nin» 
Unfolded geniaUy, and spread the man ; 
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Returning, he produms, b j many a graces 
By shrugs and atrange ccmtortieiia of hb fiioe> 
How mucli a dunce, that has been eent to roam 
Excels a dtmce that has been kepi at home. 

AceompSshments haye taken virtue's place. 
And wisdom &lls before exterior grace : 
We slight the previous kernel o£ the eUme, 
And toil to perish its rough coat alone^ 
A just depcMtment) manners graced with ease^ 
Elegant phrase, and ^ure form'd to please. 
Are qualities that seem to c(»niMreh«ui 
Whatever parents, guardians, sdiools, intend ; 
Hence cm un&mish'd and a listless mind, 
Though busy, trifling ; empty, though re&ned ; 
Hence all that interferes, and darea to clash' 
With indolence and luxury, is trash ; 
While feapoing, once the man's exdusrre pride, 
Seems y^ging fast towards the female side* 
Learning itself, received into a mind 
By xiatike weak, or viciously inclined^ 
Serves but to lead philosophers astrays 
Where children would with case discern the way* 
And of all arts sagacious dupes invent, 
To cheat themselves and gain the world's lassenty 
The worst is — Scripture warp'd fhmi its intenti 

The carriage bowls along, and all «re 'pleased 
If Tom be sober, and the wheels wefi greased ; 
Butif thert^ebe gone a cup toofar, - 
Left out his linchpin, or forgot his tar, 
It suffers interruption and delay, 
And meets with hindrance in the smoothest way. 
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When tome hypolflieBis absord and vain 

Has filled with' all its - fiimes a oiicic's brain, 

The text tbat sorts not with his dariing whim, ' 

ThcMigh plain to others, is obseure to^ him. 

The will made rabject to a lawleae £>roe, 

All is irregular, and out of course ; 

And Judgment drunk, tod bribed to lose, his way, ' 

Winks hard, and talks of darkness at noonday. • ^ 

A critic on the sacred book should be • -^ 

Candid and leam'd, dispassionate and free ; ■ ^' 

Free from the wa3niirard bias bigots feel, 
From fancy's influence, and intemperate zeal ; • 
But abore all, (or let the wretch refrain, 
Nor touch the page he cannot but profane,) 
Free from the domineering power of lust ; 
A lewd interpreter is never just. 

How shall I speak tliee, or thy power address^ < ^ 
Thou god of our idolatry, the Press ? 
By thee reSigion, liberty, and laws, > 

Exert their influence and advance their causo c / 
By thee worse plagues than Pharaoh's Uaad b^ll;i ! 
Diffused, make Earth the vestibule of Hell ; t 

Thou fountain, at which drink the gotxi and wjse, ' 
Thou ev^er bubbling spring of endless lies; 
Like Eden's dread probationary tree, . ^ « 

Knowledge' of good and evil is from thee! i 

No wild enthusiast' ever yet coi:dd rest 
Till half mankind were like bimself possessed. ' 
Philosophers, who darken fitad put 'out ' < " 

Eternal truf^ by ev«rlaking doubt I-- i 
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Church quaoks, with passions under nd commsnd, 
Who fill the world with doctrines conteaband, 
Discoverers of they know not whst> confined 
Within no bonnd»*-»»the blind that lead the blind ; 
To streams of popular Ofunioo drawn. 
Deposit in those shallows all their spawn* 
The* wrigi^lifig firy soon fiH the creeks aroimd^ 
Poisoning the waters where their swarms abound 
Scom'd by the nobler tenants of the flood» 
Minnows and gudgeons goige the unwludeamne 

food. 
The propagated mjrriads spread so fast, 
£'en Leuwenhoeok himself would stand af^iast, 
Employ Id to calculate the enormous sum, 
And own his crab-computing powers o'ereome. . 
Is this hyperbole ? The world well loauown^ 
Your 'Sober thoughts will hardly find it ontf« 

Fcesh confidence the ^eculatist takes 
From every hair-brain'd proselyte he makes ; 
And therefore prints : himself but half deceived^ < 
Till others have the soothing tale believed* • - > 
Hence comti^ent after comment, spim as fine t 

As bloated spiders draw the flimsy line. 
Hence the same word that bids our lusts obey 
Is misapplied to sanctify their sway. , 

If stubbo^Gseek refuse to be his firiend» 
Hebrew or Syriac sh^l be ixrood to bcff^li 
If languages^and oopj^s «JI cry, ^o-^^ 
Somebody proved it pemuri^Tf^o% . ,.. . 
Like trout pursue^ Uie.ci3ifti((^ iQ^e^pm, - 
Darts to the mud, and finds his safety there : 
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Women, whom custom has &Md to fly 
The scholar's patch, (the sdiolar best knows why,) 
With all the simple and unietter'd poor. 
Admire his leamiog, and afamOst adore* 
Whoever errs, tiie priest can ne'er be Hrong, 
With such fine words familiar to his tongue. 

Ye ladies ! (for, indi&rent in your cause, 
I should deserve to forfeit all applause) 
Whatever shocks or gives the least ofifence 
To virtue, delicacy, truth, or sense, 
(Try the criterion, 'tis a faithful guide,) 
Nor has, nor can have. Scripture on its side. 

None but an. author knows an author's cares, 
Or Fancy's fondness for the child she bears. < 
Committed once into the public arms, 
The baby seems to smile with added charms. 
Like something- precious ventured far hcfm sliore, 
'Tis valued for the danger's sake the more. 
He views it with complacency supreme. 
Solicits kind attention to his dream ; 
And daily, more enamour'd of the cheat. 
Kneels, and asks Heaven to bless the dear deceit. * 
So one, whose story serves at least to show 
Men loved their own productions long ago. 
Wooed an unfeeling statue for his wife, 
Nor rested till the gods had ^ven it Hfe. 
If some mere driveller suck ihe svigBx^d&b, 
One that still needs his leading string and bib, 
And praise his genius, he is ^oon repaid 
In praise applied to tiie same part — his head ; 
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For 'tis a rule that hoida for erer true, 
Grant me discemmenty and I grant it you. 

Patient of ooDtradictioD as a child» 
Afiable, faumbley diffident, and mild ; 
Such was Sir Isaac, and such Bojle and Locke ; 
Your blunderer is as sturdy as a rock. 
The creature is so sure to kick and bite, 
A muleteer's the man to set him rights 
First Appelate enlists him Truth's sworn foe* 
Then obstinate Self-will confirms him so. 
Tell him he wanders ; that his error leads 
To fatal ills ; that, thoi^h the path he treads 
Be flowery, and he see no cause of fear, 
Death and the pains of hell attend him there : 
In vain ; the slave of arrogance and pride. 
He has no hearing on the prudent side. 
His stiQ refuted quirks he still r^>eats ; 
New raised objections with new quibbles meets ; 
Till, dnking in the quicksand he defends, 
He dies disputing, and the contest ends — 
But not the mischiefs ; they, still left behind. 
Like thistle^seeds, are sown by every wind. 

Thus men go wrong with an ingenious skill ; 
Bend the straight rule to their own crooked will ; 
And, with a dear and idiining lamp supplied, 
First put it out, then t^ it for a guide. 
Halting on crutches of unequal aize» 
One leg by tru^ supported, one by lies, 
They sidle to the goal with awkward pace, 
Secure of nothing--h4>ut to lose, the race* 
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Faults in the life breed errors in the brain, 
And these reciprocally those again. 
The mind and conduct mutually imprint 
And stamp their image in each other's mint ; 
Each, sire and dam of an infernal race, 
Begetting and conceiving all that's base. 

None sends his arrow to the mark in view, 
Whose hand is feeble, or his aim untrue. 
For though, ere yet the shaft is on the wing. 
Or when it first forsakes the elastic string, 
It err but little from the intended line. 
It falls at last far wide of his design ; 
So he who seeks a mansion in the sky. 
Must watch his purpose with a stedfast eye ; 
That prize belongs to none but the sincere, 
The least obliquity is fatal here. 

With caution taste the sweet Circean cup ; 
He that sips oflen, at last drinks it up. 
Habits are soon assumed ; but when we strive ' 
To strip them off, 'tis being flay'd alive. 
Call'd to the temple of impure delight. 
He that abstains, and he alone, does right. 
If a wish wander that way, call it home ; 
He cannot long be safe whose wishes roam* 
But if you pass the threshold, you are caught ; 
Die then, if power Almighty save you not. 
There hardening by degrees, till double steel'd, 
Take leave of nature's God, and God reveal'd ; 
Then laugh at all you trembled at before ; 
And, joining the freethinkers' brutal roar. 



THE' PROGRESS OF ERROR. 49 

■ 

Swallow the two grand nostrums they dispense — 
That Scripture lies, and blasphemy is sense. 
If clemency revolted by abuse 
Be damnsM^jthen damn'd without excuse. 

Some dream' that they can silence, when they will. 
The storm of passion, and say, Peace, be still : 
But " TliiMi ftr and no farther," when address'd 
To the wild wave, or wilder human breast, 
Implies authority that never can, 
That never- ought to be the lot of man. 

But, muse, forbear; long flights forebode a fall ; 
Strike on the deep*toned chord the sum of all. 

Hear the just law — the judgment of the skies ! 
He that hates truth shall be the dupe of lies ; 
And he that will be cheated to the last, 
Delusions strong as hell shall bind him fast. 
But if the wanderer his mistake discern, . 
Judge his own ways, and sigh for a' return, 
Bewilder'd once, must he bewail his loss 
For ever and for ever ? No — the cross ! 
There and there only (though the deist rave, 
And atheist, if Earth bear so base a slave) ; 
There and there only is the power to save. 
There no delusive hope invites despair ; 
No mockery meets you, no deception there. 
The spells and dharms, that blinded you before, 
All vanish there, and fascinate no more. 

I am no preacher, let this hint suffice — 
The cross once se^n is death to every vice ; 
Else he that huhg there suffier'd all hifi pain. 
Bled, groan'd, and agonized, and died, in vain. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

The pursuit of error leads to destructioii — Grace leads the 
right way — Its direction despised — The self-sufficient Pha- 
risee compared with the peacock — The pheasant compared 
with the Christian — Heaven ahhors affected sanctitjp — The 
hermit and his penances — The self-torturing Bramin— Pride 
the ruling principle of hoth — Picture of a sanctimonious prude 
— Picture of a saint-— Freedom of a Christian — Importance of 
motives, illustrated hy the conduct of two servants — The tra- 
veller overtaken by a storm likened to the sinner dreading tbe 
vengeance of the Almighty — Dangerous state of those who 
are just in their own conceit — The last moments of the infidel 
— Content of the ignorant but believing cottager — ^Thericb, the 
wise, and the great, neglect the means of winning heaven — 
Poverty the best soil for religion— What man really is, and 
what in his own esteem— Unbelief often terminates in suicide 
— Scripture the only cure of woe^Pride the passion most 
hostile to truth — Danger of slighting the mercy offered by the 
Gospel — Plea for the virtuous heathen — Commands given by 
God on Sinai — The judgment-dav — Plea of the believer. 
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Pensantar tratinft. hor. lib. ii. ep. 1. 

Man, on the dubious waves of error toss'd> 
His ship half founder d, and his compass lost, 
Sees, far as human optics may command, 
A sleeping fog, and fancies it dry land ; 
Spreads all his canvas, every sinew plies ; 
Pants for it, aims at it, enters it, and dies ! 
Then fareweU all self-satisfying schemes. 
His well-built systems, philosophic dreams ; 
Deceitful views of future bliss, farewell ! 
He reads his sentence at the flames of hell. 

Hard lot of man — to toil for the reward 
Of virtue, and yet lose it ! Wherefore hard ? — 
He that would win the race must guide his horse 
Obedient to the customs of the course ; 
Else, though unequalled to the goal he flies, 
A meaner than himself shall gain the prize. 
Grace leads the right way : if you choose the wrong. 
Take it and perish ; but restrain your tongue ; 
Charge not, with light sufficient and left free. 
Your wilful suicide on God's decree. 

Oh how unlike the complex works of man, 
Heaven's easy, artless, unencumbered plan I 
No meretricious graces to beguile. 
No clustering ornaments to clog the pile ; 
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From ostentation, as from weakness, free. 

It stands like the cerulean arch we see, 

Majestic in its own simplicity. 

Inscribed above the portal, from afar 

Conspicuous as the brightness of a star, 

Legible only by the light they give. 

Stand the soul-quickening words — believe, and 

LIVE. 

Too many, shocked at what should charm them most, 

Despise the plain direction, and are lost. 

Heaven on such terms I (they cry with proud disdain) 

Incredible, impossible, and vain I — 

Rebel, because 'tis easy to obey ; 

And scorn, for its own sake, the gracious way. 

These are the sober, in whose cooler brains 

Some thought of immortality remains ; 

The rest too busy or too gay to wait 

On the sad theme, their everlasting state, 

Sport for a day, and perish in a night ; 

The foam upon the waters not so light. 

Who judged the Pharisee I What odious cause 
Exposed him to the vengeance of the laws ? 
Had he seduced a virgin, wrong'd a friend. 
Or stabb'd a man to serve some private end ? 
Was blasphemy his sin ? Or did he stray 
From the strict duties of the sacred day? 
Sit long and late at the carousing board ? 
(Such were the sins with which he charged his Lord.) 
No — the man's morals were exact. What then ? 
'Twas his ambition to be seen of men ; 
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His virtues were his pride ; and that one vice 
Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price ; 
He wore them as fine trappings for a show, 
A praying, synagogue-frequenting beau. 

The self-applauding* bird, the peacock, see — 
Mark what a sumptuous pharisee is he I 
Meridian sunbeams tempt him to unfold 
His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold : 
He treads as if, some solenm music near, 
His measured step were governed by his ear ; 
And seems to say — Ye meaner fowl, give place ; 
I am all splendour, dignity, and grace I 

Not so the pheasant on his charms presumes. 
Though he, too, has a glory in his plumes. 
• He, Christianlike, retreats with modest mien 
To the close copse or far sequester*d green, 
And shines without desiring to be seen. 
The plea of works, as arrogant and vain, 
Heaven turns from with abhorrence and disdain ; 
Not more afironted by avow'd neglect. 
Than by the mere dissembler's feign*d respect. 
What is all righteousness that men devise ? 
W^at— but a sordid bargain for the skies? 
But Christ as soon would abdicate his own. 
As stoop from heaven to sell the proud a throne. 

His dwelling a recess in some rude rock; 
Book, beads, and maple dish, his meagre stock; 
In shirt of hair and weeds of canvass dress*d, 
Girt with a bell-rope that the pope has bless'd ; 
Adust with stripes told out for every crime, 
And sore tormented, long before his time ; 
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His prayer preferred to saints that cannot aid 
His praise postponed, and never to be paid ; 
See the sage hermit, by mankind admired, 
With all that bigotry adopts inspired, 
Wearing out life in his religious whim. 
Till his religious whimsy wears out him. 
His works, his abstinence, his zeal allow'd, 
You think him humble — God accounts him proud. 
High in demand, though lowly in pretence. 
Of all his conduct this the genuine sense — 
My penitential stripes, my streaming blood, 
Have purchased heaven, and prove my title good. 

Turn eastward now, and Fancy shall apply 
To your weak sight her telescopic eye. 
The bramin kindles on his own bare head 
The sacred fire, self-torturing his trade I 
His voluntary pains, severe and long, 
Would give a barbarous air to British song ; 
No grand inquisitor could worses invent. 
Than he contrives to suffer well content. 

Which is the saintlier worthy of the two ? 
Past all dispute, yon anchorite, say you. 
Your sentence and mine differ. What's a name ? 
I say the bramin has the fairer claim. 
If sufferings, scripture no where recommendsy 
Devised by self to answer selfish ends, 
Give saintship, then all Europe must agree 
Ten starveling hermits suffer less than he. 

The truth is (if the truth may suit your ear, 
And prejudice have left a passage clear) 
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Pride has attained its most luxuriant growUi, 

And poison'd every virtue in them both. 

Pride may be pampor'd while the flesh grows lean '; 

Humility may clothe an English dean ; 

That grace was Cowper's — ^his, confessed by all — 

Though placed in golden Durham's second stall. 

Not all the plenty of a bishop's boards 

His palace, and his lacqueys, and " My Lord," 

More nourish pride, that condescending vice, 

Than abstinence, and be^ary, and lice ; 

It thrives in misery, and abundant grows : 

In misery fools upon themselves impose. 

But why before us protestants produce 
An Indian mystic or a French recluse ? 
Their sin is plain ; but what have we to fear, 
Reformed and well instructed ? You shall hear. 

Yon ancient prude, whose withered features show 
She might be young some forty years ago, 
Her elbows pinioned close upon her hips. 
Her head erect, her fan upon her lips. 
Her eyebrows arch'd, her eyes both gone astray 
To watch yon amorous couple in their play, 
With bony and unkerchief 'd neck defies 
The rude inclemency of wintry skies, 
And sails with lappet head and mincing airs 
Duly at clink of bell to morning prayers. 
To thrift and parsimony much inclined, 
She yet allows herself that boy behind ; 
The shivering urchin, bending as he goes, 
With slipshod heels and dewdrop at his nose, 
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His predecessor's coat advanced to wear. 
Which future pages, yet are doom'd to share, 
Carries her Bible tuck*d beneath his arm, 
And hides his hands to keep, his fingers warm. 

She, half an angel in her own account, 
Doubts not hereafter with the saints to mount, 
Though not a grace appears on strictest search, 
But that she fasts, and ttem^ goes to church. 
Conscious of age, she recollects her youth. 
And tells, not always with an eye to truth. 
Who spanned her waist, and who, where'er he came, 
Scrawl'd upon glass Miss Bridget's lovely name ; 
YJho stole her slipper, fill'd it with tokay. 
And drank the little bumper every day. 
Of temper as envenomed as an asp. 
Censorious, and her every word a wasp ; 
In faithful memory she records the crimes 
Or real, or fictitious, of the times ; 
Laughs at the reputations she has torn. 
And holds them dangling at arm's length in scorn. 

Such are the fruits of sanctimonious pride. 
Of malice fed while flesh is mortified: 
Take, Madam, the reward of all your prayers, 
Where hermits and where bramins meet with theirs; 
Your portion is with them. — Nay, never frown. 
But, if you please, some &thoms lower down.. 

Artist, attend — ^your brushes and your paints 
Produce them— take a chair — ^now draw a saint. 
Oh sorrowful and sad I tlie streaming tears 
Channel her cheeks-- a Niobe appears ! 
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Is this a saint ? Throw tints and all away — 
True piety is cheerful as the day, 
Will weep indeed and' heave a pitying groan 
For others' woes, but smiles upon her own. 

What purpose has the King of saints in view ? 
Why falls the gospel like a gracious dew ? 
To call up plenty from the teeming earth, 
Or curse the desert with a tenfold dearth ? 
Is it that Adam's offspring may be saved 
From servile fear, or be the more enslaved ? 
To loose the links that gall'd mankind before, 
Or bind them faster on, and add still more ? 
The freebom Christian has no chains to prove, 
Or, if a chain, the golden one of love : 
No fear attends to quench his glowing fires. 
What fear he feels his gratitude inspires. 
Shall he, for such deliverance freely wrought, 
Recompense ill ? He trembles at the thought. 
His master's interest and his own combined 
Prompt every movement of his heart and mind : 
Thought, word, and deed, his liberty evince. 
His freedom is the freedom of a prince. 

Man's obligations infinite, of course 
His life should prove that he perceives their force ; 
His utmost he can render is but small — 
The principle and motive all in all. 
You have two servants — Tom, an arch, sly rogue. 
From top to toe the Geta now in vogue. 
Genteel in figure, easy in address. 
Moves without noise, and Bwift as an express, 
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Reports a message with a pleasing grace, 

Expert in all the duties of his place ; 

Say, on what hinge does his obedience move ? 

Has he a world of gratitude and love ? 

No, not a spark — 'tis all mere sharper's play ; 

He likes your house, your housemaid, and your pay ; 

Reduce his wages, or get rid of her, 

Tom quits you, with — Your most obedient, Sir. 

The dinner served, Charles takes his usual stand, 
Watches your eye, anticipates command ; 
Sighs, if perhaps your appetite should fail ; 
And, if he but suspects a frown, turns pale ; 
Consults all day your interest and your ease, 
Richly rewarded if he can but please ; 
And, proud to make his firm attachment known. 
To save your life would nobly risk his own. 

Now which stands highest in your serious thought ? 
Charles, without doubt, say you — and so he ought ; 
One act, that from a thankful heart proceeds, 
Excels ten thousand mercenary deeds. 

Thus Heaven approves as honest and sincere 
The work of generous love and filial fear ; 
But with averted eyes the omniscient Judge 
Scorns the base hireling and the slavish drudge. 

Where dwell these matchless saints? old Curio 
E'en at your side, Sir, and before your eyes, [cries. 
The favoured few — the enthusiasts you despise. 
And, pleased at heart because on holy ground 
Sometimes a canting h3rpocrite is found. 
Reproach a people with his single fall, 
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And cast his filthy raiment at them all. 
Attend I an apt similitude shall show 
Whence springs the conduct that offends you so. 
See where it smokes along the sounding plain. 
Blown all aslant, a driving, dashing rain. 
Peal upon peal redoubling ail around, 
Shakes it again and fester to the ground; 
Now flashing wide, now glancing as in play, 
Swill beyond thought the lightnings dart away. 
Ere yet it came the traveller urged his steed. 
And hurried, but with unsuccessful speed ; 
Now drench'd throughout, and hopeless of his case, 
He drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace. 
Suppose, unlook'd for in a scene so rude, 
Long hid by interposing hill or wood. 
Some mansion, neat and elegantly dress'd. 
By some kind hospitable heart possessed. 
Offer him warmth, security, and rest ; 
Think with what pleasure, safe, and at his ease. 
He hears the tempest howling in the trees ; 
What glowing thanks his lips and heart employ. 
While danger past is tum'd to present joy. 
So fares it with the sinner, when he feeb 
A growing dread of vengeance at his heels : 
His conscience, like a glassy lake before, 
Lash'd into foaming waves, begins to roar; 
The law, grown clamorous, though silent long. 
Arraigns him, charges him with every wrong — 
Asserts the right of his offended Lord, 
And death, or restitution, is the word : 
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The last impossible, he fears the first 
And, having well deserved,, expects the worst. 
Then welcome refuge and a peaceful home ; 
Oh for a shelter from the wr^th to come ! 
Crush me, ye rocks; ye falling mountains, hide, 
Or bury me in ocean's angry tide ! — 
The scrutiny of those all-seeing eyes 
I dare not — And you need not, God replies; 
The remedy you want I freely give ; 
The book shall teach you^read, believe, and live! 
'Tis done — the raging storm is heard no more, 
Mercy receives him on her peaceful shore : 
And Justice, guardian of the dread command, 
Drops the red vengeance from his Milling hand. 
A soul redeemed demands a life of praise ; 
Hence the complexion of his future days. 
Hence a demeanour holy and unspeck'd. 
And the world's hatred, as its sure effect 
Some lead a life unblameable and just, 
Their own dear virtue their unshaken trust : 
They never sin — or if (as all offend) 
Some trivial slips their daily walk attend, 
The poor are near at hand, the charge is small, 
A slight gratuity atones for all. 
For though the pope has lost his interest here. 
And pardons are not sold as once they were. 
No papist more desirous to compound. 
Than some grave sinners upon English ground. 
That plea refuted, other quirks they seek — 
Mercy is infinite, and man is weak ; 
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The future shall obhterate the past, 

And heaven, no doubt, shall b^ their home at last. 

Come, then — a still, small whisper in your ear-*- 
He has no hope who never had a fear ; 
And he. that never doubted of his state, 
He may pertiaps — ^perhaps he may — too Jate. 

The path to bliss abounds with many a snare ; 
Learning is one, and wit, however rare. 
The Frenchman, first in literary fame, 
(Mention him, if you please. Voltaire? ~ The same.) 
With spirit, genius, eloquence, supplied, 
Lived long, wrote much, laugh'd heartily, and died ; 
The Scripture was his jest book, whence he drew 
Bofirmots to gall the Christian and t)ie Jew .; 
An infidel in health, but what when sick ? 
Oh — then a text would touch him at the quick; 
View him at Paris in his last career, 
Surrounding throngs the demigod revere ; 
Exalted on his pedestal of pride, 
And fumed with frankincense on every side. 
He begs their flattery with his latest breath. 
And, smother'd in't at last, is praised to death! 

Yon cottager, who weaves at her own door, 
Pillow and bobbins all her little store; 
Content though mean, and cheerful if not gay, 
Shuffling her threads about the livelong day. 
Just earns a scanty pittance, and at night 
Lies down secure, her heart and pocket light ; 
She, for her humble sphere by nature fit. 
Has little understanding,. and no wit, 
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Receives no praise; but, though her lot be such, 
(Toilsome and indigent,) she renders much ; 
Just knows, and knows no more, her Bible trtie — 
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew ; 
And in that charter reads, with sparkling eyes. 
Her title to a treasure in the skies^ 
Oh, happy peasant I Oh, unhappy bard ! 
His the mere tinsel, her's the rich reward ; 
He praised perhaps for ages yet to come. 
She never heard of half a mile from home : 
He, lost in errors, his vain heart prefers, 
She, safe in the simplicity of her's. 

Not many wise, rich, noble, or profound 
In science win one inch of heavenly ground. 
And is it not a mortifying thought 
Tlie poor should gain it, and the rich should not ? 
No — ^the voluptuaries, who ne'er forget 
One pleasure lost, lose heaven without regret ; 
Regret would rouse them, and give birth to prayer, 
Prayer would add faith, and faith would fix them 

Not that the Former of us all in this, [there. 
Or aught he does, is governed by ci^rice ; 
The'Siq>po8ition is replete with sin, 
And bears the brand of blasphemy burnt in. 
Not so —the silver trumpet's heavenly call 
Sounds fyt the poor, but sounds i^e for all : 
Kings are invited, and would kings obey, 
No slaves on earth more weicone were than they ; 
But royalty) nobiiity, and state, 
Are such a dead jpreponderating 
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That endless bliss, (how strange soe'er it seem,) 
In counterpoise, flies up and kicks the beam. 
Tis open, and ye cannot enter — why ? 
Because ye will not, Conyers would reply — 
And he says much that many may dispute 
And cavil at with ease, but none refute. 
Oh, bless'd effect of penury and want, 
The seed sown there, how vigorous is the plant I 
No soil like poverty for growth divine. 
As leanest land supplies the richest wine. 
Earth gives too little, giving only bread, 
To nourish pride, or turn the weakest head : 
To them the sounding jargon of the schools 
Seems what it is — a cap and bells for fools : 
The light they walk by, kindled from above. 
Shows them the shortest way to life and love : 
They, strangers to the controversial field. 
Where deists, always foil*d, yet scorn to yield, 
And never check'd by what impedes the wise, 
Believe, rush forward, and possess the prize. 

Envy, ye great, the dull unlettered small : 
Ye have much cause for envy — but not all. 
We boast some rich ones whom the Gospel sways, 
And one who wears a coronet and prays ; 
Like gleanings of an olive tree, they show 
Here and there one upon the topmost bough. 

How readily, upon the Gospel plan. 
That question has its answer— What is man ? 
Sinful and weak, in every sense a wretch ; 
An instnmient, whose chords^ upon the stretch, 
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And strain'd to the last screw that he can bear, 
Yield only discord in his Maker's ear : 
Once the blest residence of truth divine, 
Glorious as Solyma's interior shrine, 
Where, in his own oracular abode^ 
Dwelt visibly the light-creating God ; 
But made long since, like Babylon of old, 
A den of mischiefs never to be told : 
And she, once mistress of the realms around. 
Now scattered wide and no where to be found, 
As soon shall rise and reascend the throne. 
By native power and energy her own. 
As nature, at her own peculiar cost, 
Restore to man the glories he has lost. 
Go — ^bid the winter cease to chill the year, 
Replace the wandering comet in his sphere. 
Then boast (but wait for that unhoped for hour) 
The self-restoring arm of human power. 
But what is man in his own proud esteem ? 
Hear him— himself the poet and the theme : 
A monarch clothed with majesty and awe. 
His mind his kingdom, and his will his law ; 
Grace in his mien, and glory in his eyes. 
Supreme on earth, and worthy of the skies. 
Strength in his heart, dominion in his nod. 
And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a God I 

So sings he, charm'd with his own mind and form, 
The song magnificent — the theme a worm I 
Himself so much the source of his delight. 
His Maker has no beauty in his sight. 
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See where he sits, contemplative and fix'cK 
Pleasure and wonder in his features mix'd, 
His passions tamed and all at his control, 
How perfect the composure of his soul ! 
Complacency has breathed a gentle gale 
O'er all his thoughts, and swell'd his easy sail : 
His books well trimm'd, and in the gayest style, 
Like regimental coxcombs, rank and file, 
Adorn his intellects as well as shelves, 
And teach him notions splendid as themselves : 
The Bible only stands neglected there, 
Though that of all most worthy of his care ; 
And, like an in&nt troublesome awake. 
Is lefl to sleep for peace and quiet sake. 

What shall the man deserve of humankind, 
Whose happy skill and industry combined 
Shall prove (what argument could never vet) 
The Bible an imposture and a cheat ? 
The praises of the libertine profess'd. 
The worst of men, and curses of the best. 
Where should the living, weeping o'er his woes ; 
The d3ring, trembling at the awful close ; 
Where the betray'd, forsaken, and oppressed ; ' 
The thousands whom the world forbids to rest ; 
Where should they find, (those comforts at an end, 
The Scripture yields,) or hope to find, a friend ? 
Sorrow might muse herself to madness then, 
And, seeking exile from the sight of men. 
Bury herself in solitude profound. 
Grow frantic with her pangs, and bite the ground. 

F 2 
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Thus ofVen Unbelief, grown sick of life, 

Flies to the tempting pool, or felon knife. 

The jury meet, the coroner is short, 

And lunacy the verdict of the. court- 

Reverse the sentence, let the truth l^e known. 

Such lunacy is ignorance alone ; 

They knew not, what some bishops may not know, 

That Scripture is the only cure of woe^ 

That field of promise, how it flings abroad 

Its odour o'er the Christian's thorny road I 

The soul, reposing on assured relief 

Feels herself happy amidst all her grief. 

Forgets her labour as she toils along, 

Weeps tears of joy, and bursts into a song* 

But the same word, that, like the polish'd share. 
Ploughs up the roots of a believer's care. 
Kills too the flowery weeds, where'er they grow, 
That bind the sinner's Bacchanalian brow.^ 
Oh, that unwelcome voice of heavenly love, 
Sad messenger of mercy from above I 
How does it grate upon his thankless ear. 
Crippling his pleasures with the cramp of fear I 
His will and judgment at continual strife. 
That civil war embitters all his life ; 
In vain he points his powers against the skies. 
In vain he closes or averts his eyes. 
Truth will intrude — she bids him yet beware ; 
And shakes the sceptic in the scomer's chair. 
Though various foes against the Truth combine. 
Pride above all opposes her design ; 
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Pride, of a growth superior to the rest, 
The subtlest serpent with the loftiest crest, 
Swells at the thought, and, kindling into rage, 
Would hiss the cherub Mercy from the stage. 

And is the soul indeed so lost? — she cries, 
Fallen from her glory, and too weak to rise ? 
Torpid and dull, beneath a frozen zone, 
Has she no spark that may be deem'd her own ? 
Grant her indebted to what zealots call 
Grace undeserved, yet surely not for all ! 
Some beams of rectitude she yet displays, 
Some love of virtue, and some power to praise ; 
Can lifl herself above corporeal things, 
And, soaring on her own unborrow'd wings, 
Possess herself of all that's good or true. 
Assert the skies, and vindicate her due. ' 
Past indiscretion is a venial crime ; 
And if the youth, unmellow'd yet by time. 
Bore on his branch, luxuriant then and rude, 
Fruits of a blighted size, austere and crude, 
Maturer years shall happier stores produce, 
And meliorate the well concocted juice. 
Then, conscious of her meritorious zeal, 
To Justice she may make her bold appeal ; 
And leave to Mercy, with a tranquil mind, 
The worthless smd unfruitful of mankind. 
Hear then how mercy, slighted and defied, 
Retorts the affiront against the crown of pride. 

Perish the virtue, as it ought, abhorr*d. 
And the fbol with it, who insults his Lord. 
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The atonement a Redeemer's love has wrought ' 
Is not for you — the righteous need it not. 
Seest thou yon harlot, wooing all she meets, 
The worn-out nuisance of the public streets, 
Herself from mom to night, from night to mom, 
Her own abhorrence, and as much your scorn : 
The gracious shower, imlimited and free. 
Shall fall on her, when Heaven denies it thee. 
Of all that wisdom dictates, this the drifl — 
That man is dead in sin, and life a giflu 

Is virtue then, unless of Christian growth. 
Mere fallacy, or foolishness, or both ? 
Ten thousand sages lost in endless woe, 
For ignorance of what they could not know ? 
That speech betrays at once a bigot's tongue. 
Charge not a God with such outrageous wrong I 
Truly, not I — the partial light men have, 
My creed persuades me, well employed, may save ; 
While he that scorns the noonday beam, perverse, 
Shall find the blessing, unimproved, a curse. 
Let heathen worthies, whose exalted mind 
Lefl sensuality and dross behind. 
Possess, for me, their undisputed lot, 
And take, unenvied, the reward they sought. 
But still in virtue of a Saviour's plea, 
Not blind by choice, but destined not to see. 
Their fortitude and wisdom were a flame 
Celestial, though they knew not whence it came. 
Derived from the same source of light and grace^ 
That guides the Christian in his swifler race ; 
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Their judge was conscience, and her rule their law : 
That rule, pursued with reverence and with awe, 
Led them, however faltering, faint, and slow, 
From what they knew to what they wish'd to know. 
But let not him that shares a brighter day 
Traduce the splendour of a noontide ray, 
Prefer the twilight of a darker time, 
And deem his base stupidity no crime ; 
The wretch, who slights the bounty of the skies, 
And sinks, while favoured with tiie means to rise, 
Shall iind them rated at their full amount, 
The good he scom'd all carried to account. 

Marshalling all his terrors as he came. 
Thunder, and earthquake, and devouring flame, 
From Sinai's top Jehovah gave the law — 
Life for obedience— -death for every flaw. 
When the great Sovereign would his will express, 
He gives a perfect rule, what can he less ? 
And guards it with a sanction as severe 
As vengeance can inflict, or sinners fear : 
Else his own glorious rights he would disclaim, 
And man might safely trifle with his name. 
He bids him glow with unremitting love 
To all on Earth, and to himself above ; 
Condemns the injurious deed, the slanderous tongue^ 
The thought that meditates a brother's wrong : 
Brings not alone the more conspicuous part. 
His conduct, t-o the test, but tries his heart. 

Hark ! universal nature shook and groan'd, 
'Twas the last trumpet — see the Judge enthroned : 
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Rouse all your courage at your utmost need, 
Now summon every virtue, stand and plead. 
What ! silent ? Is your boasting heard no more ? 
That self-renouncing wisdom, learn'd before. 
Had shed immortal glories on your brow. 
That all your virtues cannot purchase now. 

All joy to the believer I He can speak — 
Trembling yet happy, confident yet ineek. 

Since the dear hour that brought me to thy foot 
And cut up all my follies by the root, 
I never trusted in an arm but thine, 
Nor hoped, but in thy righteousness divine : 
My prayers and alms, imperfect and defiled. 
Were but the feeble efibrts of a child ; 
Howe'er performed, it was their brightest part, 
That they proceeded from a grateful heart : 
Cleansed in thine own all-purifying blood. 
Forgive their evil, and accept their good : 
I cast them at thy feet — my only plea 
Is what it wds, dependence upon thee : 
While struggling in the vale of tears below. 
That never falFd, nor shall it fail me now. 

Angelic gratulations rend the skies, 
Pride falls unpitied, never more to rise, 
Humility is crown'd, and Faith receives the prize. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Expostulation with the Muse weeping for England^Her 
apparently prosperous condition— -State of Israel when the 
prophet wept over it — ^Tbe Babylonian Captivity— When 
nations decline, the evil commenceB in the Church — State of 
the Jews in the time- of our Saviour— Eridences of their hav- 
ing been die most favoured of nations — Causes of their down- 
fall — Lesson taught by it^Waming to Britain — ^The hand of 
Providence to be traced in adverse events^—England's trans- 
gressions^Her vain -glory — Her conduct towards India — 
Abuse of the sacrament — Obduracy against repentance— Fu- 
tility of fasts — Character of the Clergy — The poet adverts to 
the state of the ancient Britons — Beneficial influeuce of the 
Roman power — England under papal supremacy — Favours 
since bestowed on her by Providence— Reasons for gratitude 
to God and for seeking to secure his favour — With that she 
may defy a world in arms — The poet anticipates little effect 
from his warning. 
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Tantane, tarn patiens, nuUo certamine toUi 
Dona sines ? vino. 

Why weeps the muse for England? What appears 

In England's case to move the muse to tears ? 

From side to side of her delightful isle 

Is she not clothed with a perpetual smile ? 

Can Nature add a charm, or Art confer 

A new found luxury, not seen in her ? 

Where under heaven is pleasure more pursued, 

Or where does cold reflection less intrude ? 

Her fields a rich expanse of wavy com, 

Pour'd out from Plenty's overflowing horn ; 

Ambrosial gardens, in which art supplies 

The fervour and the force of Indian skies ; 

Her peaceful shores, where busy Commerce waits 

To pour his golden tide through all her gates ; 

Whom fiery suns, that scorch the russet spice 

Of eastern groves, and oceans floor'd with ice. 

Forbid in vain to push his daring way 

To darker climes, or climes of brighter day ; 

Whom the winds waft where'er the billows roll, 

From the World's girdle to the frozen pole ; 

The chariots bounding in her wheel-worn streets, 

Her vaults below, where every vintage meets ; 
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Her theatres, her revels, and her sports ; 

The scenes to which not youth alone resorts, 

But age, in spite of weakness and of pain, 

Still haunts, in hope to dream of youth again ; 

All speak her happy : let the muse look round 

From East to West, no sorrow can be found ; 

Or only what, in cottages confined, 

Sighs unregarded to the passing wind. 

Then wherefore weep for England ? What appears 

In England's case to move the muse to tears ? 

The prophet wept for Israel ; wish'd his eyes 
Were fountains fed with infinite supplies ; 
For Israel dealt in robbery and wrong ; 
There were the scomer's and the slanderer's tongue ; 
Oathp, used as playthings or convenient tools, 
As interest biass'd knaves, or fashion fools ; 
Adultery, neighing at his neighbour's door ; 
Oppression, labouring hard to grind the poor ; 
The partial balance and deceitful weight ; 
The treacherous smile, a mask for secret hate ; 
Hypocrisy, formality in prayer, 
And the dull service of the lip were there. 
Her women, insolent and self-caress'd. 
By Vanity's unwearied finger dress'd. 
Forgot the blush that virgin fears impart 
To modest cheeks, and borrow'd one fi'om art ; 
Were just such trifles, without worth or use. 
As silly pride and idleness produce ; 
Curl'd, scented, furbelow'd, and flounced around, 
With feet too delicate to touch the ground, 
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They stretch'd the neck, and roU'd the wanton eye, 
And sigh'd for every fool that fluttered by. 

He saw his people slaves to every lust, 
Lewd, avaricious, arrogant, unjust; 
He heard the wheels of an avenging God 
Groan heavily along the distant road ; 
Saw Babylon set wide her two-leaved brass 
To let the military deluge pass ; 
Jerusalem a prey, her glory soil'd. 
Her princes captive, and her treasures spoil'd ; 
Wept till all Israel heard his bitter cry. 
Stamped with his foot, and smote upon his thigh ; 
But wept, and stamped, and smote his thigh in vain, 
Pleasure is deaf when told of future pain, 
And soimds prophetic are too rough to suit 
Ears long accustomed to the pleasing lute : 
They scorn'd his .inspiration and his theme,* 
Pronounc'd him frantic, and his fears a dream ; 
With self-indulgence wing'd the fleeting hours. 
Till the foe found them, and down fell the towers 

Long time Assyria bound them in her chain. 
Till penitence had purged the public stain. 
And Cyrus, with relenting pity moved, 
Retum'd them happy to the land they loved ; 
There, proof against prosperity, awhile 
They stood the test of her ensnaring smile. 
And had the grace in scenes of peace to show 
The virtue they had leam*d in scenes of woe. 
But man is frail, and can but ill sustain 
A long immunity from grief and pain ; 
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And, after all the joys that Plenty leads, 
With tiptoe step Vice silently succeeds. 

When he that ruled them with a shepherd's rod, 
In form a man, in dignity a God, 
Came, not expected in that humble guise, 
To sifl and search them with unerring eyes. 
He found, concealed beneath a fair outside, 
The filth of rottenness and worm of pride ; 
Their piety a system of deceit. 
Scripture employed to sanctify the cheat ; 
The Pharisee the dupe of his own art. 
Self-idolized, and yet a knave at heart 

When nations are to perish in their sins, 
Tis in the church the leprosy begins ; 
The priest, whose office is, with zeal sincere. 
To watch the fountain and preserve it clear. 
Carelessly nods and sleeps upon the brink. 
While others poison what the flock must drink ; 
Or, waking at the call of lust alone. 
Infuses lies and errors of his own : 
His unsuspecting sheep believe it pure ; 
And, tainted by the very means of cure. 
Catch from each other a contagious spot. 
The foul forerunner of a general rot. 
Then Truth is hush'd, that Heresy may preach ; 
And all is trash that reason cannot reach ; 
Then God's own image on the soul impress'd 
Becomes a mockery and a standing jest ; 
And faith, the root whence only can arise 
The graces of a life that wins the skies. 
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Loses at once all value and esteem, 
Pronounced by graybeards a pemictous dream : 
Then Ceremony leads her bigots forth, 
Prepared to fight for shadows of no worth ; 
While truths, on which eternal things depend, 
Find not, or hardly find, a single friend : 
As soldiers watch the signal of command, 
They learn to bow, to kneel, to sit, to stand ; 
Happy to fill religion's vacant place 
With hollow form, and gesture, and grimace. 

Such, when the teacher of his church was there, 
People and priest, the sons of Israel were ; 
Stiff in the letter, lax in the design 
And import of their oracles divine ; 
Their learning legendary, &lse, absurd, 
And yet exalted above God's own word ; 
They drew a curse from an intended good, 
Puff'd up with gifts they never understood. 
He judged them with as terrible a frown, 
As if not love, but wrath, had brought him down : 
Yet he was gentle as soft summer airs, 
Had grace for others' sins, but none for theirs ; 
Through all he spoke a noble plainness ran — 
Rhetoric is artifice, the work of man ; 
And tricks and turns, that &ncy may devise. 
Are far too mean for him that rules the skies. 
The astonished vulgar trembled while he tore 
The mask from faces never seen before ; 
He stripped the impostors in the noonday sun, 
Show'd that they foUow'd all they seem'd to shun ; 
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Their prayers made public^ thttv exoei0eB kept 
As private as the cfaaflnbers whei^ they slept ; 
The teaipie and its holy rites profiaied 
By muinmeries he that dwelt in k disdAii]^d ; 
Uplifted handd, that at convenient dnacB 
Could act extortion and the worst <^ ctimes^ 
Wash'd with .a neatness scrupuloiuily nice, 
And free from every taint but that of' vice. 
Judgment, however tardy, mends her paice ■- ' 
When obstinacy once has conquer'd grace. 
They saw distemper heal'd, and life restored^ 
In answer to the fiat of his word ; 
Confessed the wonder, and with daring tongue 
Blasphemed the authority from which it 6prungr 
They knew, by sure prognostics seen on high, 
The future tone and temper of the sky ; 
But, grave dissemblers I could not understand 
That sin let loose speaks pimishment at hand. 

Ask now of history's authentic page, 
And call up evidence from every age; 
Display with busy and laborious hand 
The blessings of the most indebted land ; 
What nation will you find, whose annals prove- 
So rich an interest in Almighty love? 
Where dwell they now, where dwelt in ancient day 
A people pknted, watered, blest, as they? 
Let £g3rpt'8 plagues and Canaan's woes proclaim * 
The favours poar'd upon the Jewish- nanle; 
Their freedom purchased for them at the cost 
Of all their hard opprefnors valued most : 
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Their title to a. country not their, own 
Made more by;prodi§M till then uaJmown; 
For them the atatee they left made waste and void ; 
For them Ae statet to which they went destroyed ; 
A doud to meaaiure out their march by day, 
By night a fire to cheer the gloomy way 
lliat moving signal summoning, whenbest, 
Their host to move, and» when it stay'd, torest < 
For them the rocks dissolved into a. flood, i 
The dews condensed into angelic food. 
Their very garments sacred, old yet new. 
And Time forbid to touch them as he flew ; 
Streams, swell'd above .the bank, enjoin'd to stand 
While they pas^'d throu^ to their appointed land; 
Their leader arm'd with- meekness, zeal, and love, . 
And graced with clear credentials from above ; 
Themselves secured beneath the Almighty wing ; 
Their God their captain,^ lawgiver, and king; 
Crown'd with a thousand victories, and at last 
Lords of the conquered soil, there rooted fluit, 
In peace possessing what they won by war, 
Their name far published, and revered as far; 
Where will you find a race like theirs, endow'd 
With all that man e'er wish'd, or Heaven bestow'd ? 

They, and they only, amongst ail mankind, 
Received the transcript of the Eternal Mind :. 
Were trusty with his own engraven laws, . 
And constituted guardians of his cause ; 

• Vide Jodbiut, r. 14. 
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Theirs were the prophets, theirs the priestly call, 
And theirs by birth the Saviour (^ us alL 
In vain the nations, that had seen liiem rise 
With fierce and envious, yet admiriiig, eyes, 
Had sought to crush them, -gtiarded as they were 
By power divme and sk^l 4iiat could not err. 
Had they maintained, allegiance firm and sure, 
And kept the &ith immaculate and pure. 
Then the proud eagles of aM«conquering Rome 
Had found one city not to be o'ercome ; 
And the twelve standards of the tribes unfiiri^d 
Had bid defiance to the warring workL 
But grace abused brings fi>rth the foulest deeds, 
As richest soil the most luxuriant weeds. 
Cured of the golden calves, their Others' sin, 
They set up self, that idol god within ; 
View'd a Deliverer with disdain and hate. 
Who left them still a tributary state ; 
Seized fitst his hand, held out to set them free- . 
From a worse yoke, and nail'd it to the tree : 
There was the consummaticm and the crown, 
The flower of Israel's infitmy full blown ; 
Thence date their sad declension, and their &11, 
Their woes, not yet repealed, thence date them all. 

Thus fell the best instructed in her day. 
And the most favoured land, look where we may. 
Philosophy indeed on Grecian eyes 
Had pour'd the day, and clear'd the Roman skies ; 
In other climes perhaps creative art, 
With power surpassing theirs, performed her part; 
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Might give more Me to marble, or might fill 
The glowing tablets widi a juster skill, 
Might shine in fiible, and grace idle themes 
With all the embroidery of poetic dreams ; 
'Twas theirs alone to dive into the plan 
That truth and mercy had reveal'd to man ; 
And, while the world beside, that plan unknown, 
Deified useless wood or senseless stone. 
They breathed in fiuth their well-directed prayers, 
And the true God, the God of truth, was theirs. 

Their glory faded, and their race dispersed, 
The last of nations now, though once the first, 
They warn and teach the proudest, would they learn, 
Keep wisdom, or meet vengeance in your turn : 
If we escaped not, if Heayen spared not us, 
PeeFd, scattered, and exterminated thus ; 
If vice received her retribution due, 
When we were visited, what hope for you ? 
When God arises with an awful frown, 
To punish lust, or pluck presumption down ; 
When gifts perverted, or not duly prized, 
Pleasure o'ervalued, and his grace despised, 
Provoke the vengeance of his righteous hand. 
To pour down wrath upon a thankless land: 
He will be fi^und impartially severe, 
Too just to wink, or speak the guilty clear. 

Oh Israel, of all nations most undone I 
Thy diadem diq>laced, diy sceptre gone ; 
Thy temple, once thy glory, fi^en and rased, 
And thou a worshii^r e'en where thou mayst ; 

g2 
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Mere sbadonnB now^ theirt aoci^nt/pHWE^ forgpt, j 
'Fhy Levites, once fa 0oi»9eorat(e4>ko6t». i 

No longer Levites, and their-laie(igailo9t, 
And thou thyself o'er every country se^wni v 

With none on earth ithat thou oan»t<q9l«l ihin^ own..; 
Cry aloud, thou that sitteat inj|J|e.>4M«t» 7 

Cry to the proud, the cruel, and uoji^ftt; > . 1 

Knock at the gates of nation$> rouse tjieir.fears ; // 
Say wrath is coming,, and the storm appears i",. \ 
But raise the shrillest cry in British ears- •; // 

What ails thee, restless as the wa,Yi9s.that r^ap,) 
And fling their foam against thy ctudky shore ? , 1 
Mistress, at least while Providence shall pleaaer > 
And trident-bearing queen of the wid? seas^rr v 
Why, having kept good fiiith, and o^n.^wru / 
Friendship and truth to others, find'st, thou non^.?^ 
Thou that hast set the persecuted dree, . / 

None interposes now to succour. tbae» , . 

Countries indebted to thy power, that'Sbine , .^ 
With light derived from thee, would smo|ther .thipej. 
Thy very children watch for thy.diagrace» - ' j 
A lawless brood, and curse thee to^tby iacew 1 
Thy rulers .load thy credit, year by year, ) 

With sums Peruvian mines could never iclear ; • 
As if,, like arches built.with skilful .hao^i -- 

The more 'twere .press'dj the iirmex it. wpuld j^^tand^ 

The cry in all thy sUps is stitt the.W^e, / 

Speed us away to battte and. to £m^' . 1 

Thy mariners eKpkire> the ;iRild expanse, 
Impatient to descry the flags of France : 



But, though they iight as thine* hafe ever fought, 

Retum^hafliediv<ithout thewreaths they sought. 

Thy senate isti'iscexie of dvil jar, 

Chaos of <^(mtFaHeties at war; 

Where sharp'aiid d<M, phlegmatic and light, 

Discordmit atoms meet, ferment, and fight; 

Where obstinacy tdkes his sturdy stand. 

To disconcert what policy has planned ; 

Whe^ policy is busied all night long 

In setting fight wiiat faction has set wrong; 

Where flaiis of oratory thresh the floor^ 

Th^ yidds'them chaff and dust, and nothing more. 

Thy rack*d inhabitants repine, com^riain, 

Tax'd till the brow of labour sweats in vain ; 

War lays a burden on the- reeling state, 

And peace does nothing to relieve the weight; 

Suet;essive loads succeeding broils impose. 

And sighing millions prophesy the close. 

Is adverse Providence, when ponder'd well, - 
So dimly writ, or difficult, to spell, 
Thou catiBt not read with readiness iand ease 
Providence adverse in events like these? 
Know then that- heavenly wisdom on this*ball 
Creates, gives birth to, guides, consummates all ; 
That) While kb^HMis and quick-thougfated man 
Snuffs up <!he praise of what he seetns' to plan^ 
He "frrst conserves, theft perfects his design, 
As a mercf instrument in hft^s divine: 
Blind to the wot^^g- of >^at se^^r^ poivter • 
That balances^ the Wings of ewty houry 
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The busy trifler df earns himself alone, 

Frames many a purpose, and God works his own. 

States thrive or wither as moons wax and wane, 

E'en as his will and hit decrees ordain ; 

While hcmour, virtue, piety, bear sway, 

They flourish ; and, as these decline^ decay : 

In just resentment of his injured laws. 

He pours contempt on them and on their cause; 

Strikes the rough thread of error right athwart 

The web of every scheme they have at heart ; 

Bids rottenness invade and bring to dust 

The pillars of support, in which they trust, 

And do his errand of disgrace and shame 

On the chief strength and glory of the frame. 

None ever yet impeded what he wrought. 

None bars him out from his most secret thought ; 

Darkness itself before his eye is light, 

And hell's dose mischief naked in his sight* 

Stand now and juc^ge thyself— Hast thou incurred 
His anger who can waste thee with a word. 
Who poises and proportions sea and land. 
Weighing them in the hollow of his hand, 
And in whose awful sight all nations seem 
As grasshoppers, as dust, a drop, a dream ? 
Hast thou (a sacrilege his soul abhors) 
Claim'd all the glory of thy prosperous wars ? 
Proud of thy fleets and armies, stolen the gem 
Of his just praise, to lavish it on them ? 
Hast thou not ieam'd, what thou art often tdd, 
A truth still sacred, and believed of old, 
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That no success attends on spears and swords 
Unblest, and that tbo battle is tbe Lord's? 
That cour^^ is his creature; and dbnay 
The posty that at his bidding speeds awi^> 
Ghastly in feature^ and his stamraeriog ioQ|^ 
With doleful humour and sad presage himg» 
To quell the valour of the stoutest heart. 
And teach the combatant a woman's part ? 
That he^bida thousands fly when none pursue. 
Saves as he will by many or by few, 
And claims for ever, as his royal right, 
The event and suiie decision of the fight ? 

Hast thou, thou^ suckled at fietir freedom's breast, 
Exported slavery to the conqu^'d East? 
PuU'd down the tyrants India served with dread, 
And raised thyself, a greatei', in their stead ? 
Gone thither arm'd and huAgry> retum'd full, 
Fed from the richest veins of the Mogul, 
A despot big with power obtained by wealth, 
And that obtained by rapine and by stealth ? 
With Asiatic vices stored thy mind, 
But left their virtues and thine own behind ? 
And, having trucked thy soul, brought home the fee. 
To tempt the poor to sell himself to thee ? 

Hast thou by statute shoved from its design 
The Saviour's jEeast, his own blest bread and wine, 
And made the symbols of atoning g^ace 
An office-key, a picklock to a place, 
That infidels may prove their Utle good 
By an oath dipp'd in sacramental bbod? 



A blot that will^be^atilla.blot, tnspite ■ ' 

Of all tbadf gnttre/apQlegists* inajr write ; : . > t I 
And thoughta bbhpp; toil to cleanse tiie fitain, / 
He wipes and soonift the nlver cup /in- vain* > >i 
And haatTthflto swom on every sli^ pnetdnoQ^ : i 
Till ,pei;>iviet ate eommon as bad peii€e,i m t . . . •) 
While tbensaiads, careless of the daiqniiig 8ib». . .: '/ 
Kiss the book's outside, who ne'er look wit^mi't^.r.i.'i 
Hast thev> when Heaven has dothedtthee wkh I 
•diigrace, ■ ■ - .:- i. ( >. d I 

Andv: long' provoked, repaid thee to tbji<face^ • •: // 
(For thou iiast known eclipses, and endured . > M 
Dimness, and anguish, all thy beams obseuied, . " t 
When sin has shed dishonour on thybroW ; '' '^ 
And never oi a sabler hue than now^) ' t 

Hiasfc itfaoui with heart perverse and conscieBice teait'd^ 
Despising all rebuke, still persevered, • M 

Andy having chosen evil, scora'd the voice • '- ^ 
That cried» Repent I— and gloried in thy choice:? 
Thy fastings, when calamity at last . . / 

Suggests the expedient of a yearly &»U . . . ; 
What mean they? Canst thou dream there is a powjel* 
In lighter diet at a later hour, i 

To charm to sleep the threatening of the skies, ' // 
And hide past folly from all-*seeing eyes ? 
The fast that* wins deliverance, and suspends 
The stroke that a.vindictive God intends. 
Is to renounce hjpocrisy ; to draw 
Thy life upon the pattern of the kw; 
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To war with ple^sune, 'idolized before ; - 
To vanquish Itait^ -amdwecir its yokena^mime^ 
All fasting^ek&i wiute'erbe thci pt^tenoe^ 
Is wooing meitey (yp Pen6w*d'0£fenoe< 

Hast'di^irTMuii^ee sin, that in old tittie 
Brought fire- from; heaven, the 8ex-abu»ing crime, ' 
Whose torrid |)crpetration stamps disgtaeev 
Baboons arer Gre» fh>in, upon fauHian raee ? 
Think on the fi^nitM and well-water'd spot 
That fed the flocks and herds of wealthy Lot, 
Where BaKddise seem'd still vouchsafed on. earth. 
Burning; and isceoch'd into perpetual dearth, 
Or, in Adsi wo^ds- who damn'd the base desire, 
Suffering the vengeance of eternal Are : 
Then nature, injwred, scandalized^ defiled, 
UtivdI'd her. blushing cheek, look'd on, and smiled ; 
Beheld with joy- die lovely scene defkc'd, 
And praised the wrath that laid her beauties waste. 

Far>l>e the thought from any verse of mine. 
And farther still the form'd and fix*d design, 
To thrust the t^iarge of deeds that I detest 
Against aninnooent unconscious breast; 
The man that dares traduce, because he can 
With sa&ty to himself, is not a mant 
An individual; is < a sacred mark. 
Not to be^ptercediok play^^or in the dark ; 
But public eiansiure speaks' a public ^fotj 
Unless a zeal for virtoe guide the blow. 

The priestly brotherhood^ devout,* sinceve. 
From mean. self-interest, and ambition clear. 
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Their hope in heaven, servility their scorn, 
Prompt to persuade, expostulate, and warn, 
Their wisdom pure, and given them from above, 
Their useftdness ensured by zeal and love. 
As meek as the man Moses, and witlml 
As bold as in Agrippa's presence Paul, 
Should fly the world's contaminating touch, 
Hdy and impolluted : — are thine such ? 
Except a few with Eli's spirit blest, 
Hophni and Phineas may describe the rest. 

Where shall a teacher look, in days like these, 
For ears and hearts that he can hope to please ? 
Look to the pooi^ — the simple and the plain 
Will hear perhaps thy salutary strain : 
Humility is gentle, apt to learn. 
Speak but the word, will listen and return. 
Alas, not so I the poorest of the flock 
Are proud, and set their faces as a rock ; 
Denied that earthly opulence they choose, 
God's better gifl they scoff at and refbse. 
The rich, the produce of a nobler stem, 
Are more inteUigent, at least-— try them. 
Oh vain inquiry I they without remorse 
Are altogether gone a devious course ; 
Where beckoning pleasure leads them, wildly stray; 
Have burst the bands, and cast the yoke away. 

Now borne upon the wings of truth sublime. 
Review thy dim original and prime. 
This island, spot of unreclaim'd rude earth. 
The cradle that received thee at thy birth, 
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Was rock'd by many a rough Norwegiaii blast, 

And Danish bowlings scared thee as they pass'd ; 

For thou wast bom amid the din of arms, 

And suck'd a breast that panted with alarms. 

While yet thou wast a grovelling, puling chit. 

Thy bones not fashicm'd, and thy joints not knit, 

The Roman taught thy stubborn knee to bow. 

Though twice a Caesar could not bend thee now. 

His victory was that of orient light, 

When the sun's shafts disperse the ^oom of iiight. 

Thy language at this distant moment shows 

How much the country to the omqueror owes ; 

Expressive, energetic, and refined. 

It sparkles with the gems he left behind ; 

He brought thy land a blessing when he came, 

He found thee savage, and he left thee tame ; 

Taught thee to clothe thy pink*d and painted hide, 

And graced thy figure with a soldier's pride ; 

He sow'd the seeds of order where he went, 

Improved thee far beyond his own intent, 

And, while he ruled thee by the sword alone, 

Made thee at last a warrior like his own. 

Religion, if in heavenly truths attired. 

Needs only to be seen to be admired ; 

But thine, as daric as witcheries of the night. 

Was form'd to- harden hearts and shock the sight ; 

Thy druids struck the well hung liarps they bore 

With fingers deeply dyed in human gore ; 

And while the victim slowly bled to death. 

Upon the rolling chords rung out his dying breath. 



92 EXPOSTULATION. 

Who brought the lamp that with awaking beams' 
Dispelled thy gloom, and broke away thy dreams, 
Tradition, now decrepit and worn out, 
Babbler of ancient fables, leaves' a doubt : 
But still light reach'd thee ; and those gods of thine^ 
Woden and Thor, each tottering in his shrine,' 
Fell broken and defaced at their own door, ' 

As Dagon in Philistia long before. 
But Rome with sorceries and magic wand ' ' 

Soon raised a cloud that darkened every land; ' ' 
And thine was smother'd in the stench and tog ' | 
Of Tiber's marshes and the papal bog. 
Then priests with bulls and briefs, and shaven crowns^ 
And griping fists, and unrelenting frowns, ' ' 

Legates and delegates with powers from hell, 
Though heavenly in pretension, fleeced thee well ; 
And to this hour, to keep it fresh in mind. 
Some twigs of that old scourge are left behind.'*" 
Thy soldiery, the pope's well managed pack, 
Were train'd beneath his lash, and knew the smack', 
And, when he laid them on the scent of blood. 
Would hunt a Saracen through fire and floods 
Lavish of life, to win an empty tomb, 
That proved a mint of wealth, a mine to Rome, 
They left their bones beneath unfriendly skies. 
His worthless ahsolutioh all the prize. 
Thou wast the veriest slave, in Aiys of yore, '* 

That ever dragg'd a chain or tugg d an oat* ; 

r ' f • 1 ' 

• WliicTi may be fdaiid at Doctors CommonBl ' 
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Thy monarchs arbitrary^ fierce* unjuBt, 
Themselves. the slaves of bigotry or lust, 
Disdain'd thy counsels, only in distress 
Found thee a goodly spunge for power to press. 
Thy chiefs, the lords of many a petty fee, 
Provoked and harass*d, in return plagued thee ; 
Caird thee ^way from peaceable employ. 
Domestic happiness and rural joy, ,. , 

To waste thy life in arms, or lay it down 
In causeless feuds and bickerings of their own. 
Thy parliaments adored, on bended knees, , 

The sovereignty they were convened to please ; 
W^te'er was ask'd, too timid to resist, 
Complied with, and were graciously dismissed; 
And if some Spartan soul a doubt expressed, 
Ai^, blushing at the tameness of the rest. 
Dared to suppose the subject had a choice,. 
He w^a a traitor by the general voice. ^ 

Oh slave! with powers thou didst not dare .exert, ,, 
Vjcrse cannot stoop so low as thy desert ; f. 

It shakes the sides of splenetic disdain, . 

Thou self-entitled ruler of the main, , . 

To trace thee to the date when yon fair, sea, , 

That clips, thy shores, had no such charms for thee; 
When other nations flew from cpast to coasjb, , . , 
And thou hadst neither fleet nor flag to boast. ^ . 
Kneel no^^ , afid lay thy forehe^ad in the dust ^ 
Blush if thou canst ; pot petrified, thou must ; [ 
Act but an honest and a faithful part; 
Compare what then thou w$tst with what ,thou art ; 
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And God's disposiiig providence confessed, 
Obduracy itself must yield the rest. — 
Then thou art bound to serve him, and to firove, 
Hour after hour, thy gratitude and love. 

Has he not hid thee and thy &vour'd land, 
For ages, safe beneath his sheltering hand, 
Given thee his blessing on the clearest proof, 
Bid nations leagued against th^e stand aloof, 
And charged hostility and hate to roar 
Where else they would, but not upon thy shore ? 
His power secured thee, when presumptuous Spaii^ 
Baptized her fleet invincible in vain ; 
Her gloomy monarch, doubtful and resigned 
To every pang that racks an anxious mind, 
Ask'd of the waves that broke upcm his coast, 
What tidings ? and the surge replied — All Jost ! 
And when the Stuart, leaning on the Scot, 
Then too much fear'd, and now too much forgot, 
Pierced to the very centre of the realm, 
And hoped to seise his abdicated helm, 
Twas but to prove how quickly, with a frown, 
He that had raised thee could have pluck'd thee 
Peculiar is the grace by thee possess'd, [down. 
Thy foes implacable, thy land at rest ; 
Thy thunders travel over earth and seas, 
And all at home is pleasure, wealth, and ease. 
Tis thus, extending his t^npestuous arm. 
Thy Maker fiUs the naticms with alarm, 
While his own heaven surveys the troubled scene, 
And feels no change, unshaken and serene. 
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Freedom, in other lands scarce known to shine, 
Pours out a flood of splendour upcm thine ; 
Thou hast as bright an interest in her rays 
As ever Roman had in Rome*8 best days. 
True freedom is where no restraint is known 
That Scripture, justice, and good sense disown. 
Where only vice and injury are tied, 
And all from shore to shore is free beside. 
Such freedom is — and Windsor's hoary towers 
Stood trembling at the boldness of thy powers. 
That won a nymph on that immortal plain, 
Like her the filled Phoebus woo'd in vain : 
He found the laurel only — ^happior you 
The unfading laurel, and the vii^in too I''^ 

Now think, if pleasure have a thought to spare ; 
If God himself be not beneath her care ; 
If business, constant as the wheels of time. 
Can pause an hour to read a serious rhyme ; 
If the new mail thy merchants now receive, 
Or expectation of the next, give leave ; 
Oh think, if chargeable with deep arrears 
For such indulgence gilding all thy years. 
How much, though long neglected, shining yet, 
Tlie beams of heavenly truth iiave swelled the debt. 
When persecuting zeal made royal sport 
With tortured innocence in Mary's court, 
And Bonner, blithe as shepherd at a wake, 
Enjoy 'd the show, and danced about the stake ; 

• A lluding to the grant of Magna Charta. which was extorted 
from King John by the baxons at Runnymede near Windsor. 
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The sacred book, its value understood, , 

Received the. seal of mart3rrdom in blood. 

Those holy men, so. full of truth and grace, 

Seem to reflection of a different race, . 

Meek, modest, venerable, wise, sincere, 

In such a cause they could not dare to fear ; 

They could not purchase earth with such a. prize,. 

Or spare a life too short to reach the skies. 

From them to thee convey 'd along the tide. 

Their streaming hearts pourM freely when they 

died ; 
Those truths, which neither use nor years impair, 
Invite thee, woo thee, to the bliss they share. .. 
What dotage will not vanity maintain ? 
What web too weak to catch a modem brain ? . 
The moles and bats in full assembly find. 
On special search, the keen-eyed eagle blind. 
And did they dream, and art thou wiser now ? 
Prove it — if better, I submit and bow. 
Wisdom and goodness are twin-bom, one heart 
Must hold both sisters, never seen apart. . 
So then — as darkness overspread the deep, 
Ere nature rose from her eternal sleep, 
And this delightful earth, and that fair sky, 
Leap*d out of. nothing, call'd by the Most High; 
By such a change thy darkness is made light, . 
Thy chaos order, and thy weakness might ; . 
And He, whose power mere nullity obeys, . 
Who found thee nothing, form'd thee for his praise. 
To praise him is to serve him> and fulfil. 
Doing and suffering, his unquestioned will ; 
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'Tis to believe -what men inspired of old, 
Faithful, and faithfully informed, unfold ; 
Candid and'Just, with no &lse aim in view, 
To take for truth what cannot but be true ; 
To learn in God's own school the Christian part, 
And bind the task assigned thee to thine heart : 
Hap^ihe tnan there seeking and there found, 
Happy the nation where such men abound ! 

How shall a verse impress thee ? by what name 
Stan I a^ure thee not to court thy shame ? 
By theirs whose bright example, unimpeach'd, 
Directs tiiee to that eminence they reached. 
Heroes tmd worthies of days past, thy sires ? 
Or his, who touch*d their hearts with hallow'd fires? 
Their names, alas 1 in vain reproach an age, 
Whom ail the vanities they scom'd engage ; 
And hi^^'that seraphs tremble at, is himg 
Disgracdfblly on every trifler's tongue. 
Or serves the champion in forensic war 
To floiirish and parade with at the bar. 
Pleasure herself perhaps suggests a plea, 
If interest ttidve tihee, to persuade e'en thee; 
By every chattn that smiles upon her face, 
By joys possessed, and joys still held in chase, 
If deat society be worth a thought, 
And if the feast of freedom cloy thee not, 
Reflect tiuA these, and all that seetais thine own, 
Held by th^ tenure of his will alone. 
Like ahgels iri the service of their Lord, 
Remain with thee, or l^t^ theb dt his word ; 

V0L.VI. ^••''^^•-'' ''"• '»^-' '•■ -H ' ' "' 
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That gratitude and temperance in oar use 
Of what he gives, unspariiig and profuse, 
Secure the fovour, and enhanite the joj. 
That ihaDkless waste and wild abuse destroy* 
But above all reflect^ how cheap soe'er ^ 

Those ri^ts, that millions envy thee^ appear, 
And though resolved to risk them, and swim dowh 
The tide of pleasure, heedless of his frown, 
That blesnngs truly sacred, and when given • > 
Mark'd with the signature and stamp of Heaven, 
The word of prophecy, those truths divine. 
Which make that heaven, if thou desire it, thine, 
(Awful alternative I believed, beloved, 
Thy glory, and thy shame if unimproved,) 
Are never long vouchsafed, if push'd aside 
Wkh cold disgust or philosophic pride ; 
And that, judicially withdrawn, disgrace, 
Error, and darkness occupy their place. 

A world is up in arms, and thou, a spot 
Not quickly found, if negligently sought. 
Thy soul as ample as thy bounds are small, 
Endurest the brunt, and darest defy them all ; 
And wilt thou join to this bold enterprise 
A bolder still, a contest with the skies ? 
Remember, if He guard thee and secure, 
Whoe'er assails thee, thy success' is sure ; 
But if He* leave thee, though the skill and power 
Of nations, sworn to spoil thee and devour. 
Were all collected in thy single arm, 
And thou couldst laugh away the fear of harm, 
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That strength would fail, opposed against the push 
And feeble cmset of a pigny rush. 

Say not (and if the thought of such defence 
Should spckig within thy bosom, drive it thence) 
What nation amongst all my foes is free 
From crimes as base as any charged on me ? 
llieir measure fiU'd, they too diall pay tlie debt. 
Which God, though long forborne, will not forget. 
But know that wrath divine, when most severe, 
Makes justice still the guide of his career, 
And will not punish, in one mingled crowd, 
Them without light, and thee without a cloud. 

Muse, hang this harp upon yon aged beech. 
Still murmuring with the solemn truths I teadi ; 
And, while at intervals a cold blast sings 
Through the dry leaves, and pants upon the strings, 
My soul shall sigh in secret, and lament 
A nation scourged, yet tardy to repent. 
1 know the warning song is sung in vain ; 
That few will hear, and- fewer heed the strain ; 
But if a sweeter voice, and one designed 
A blessing to my country and mankind. 
Reclaim the wandering thousands, and bring home 
A flock so scattered and so wont to roam, 
'Then place it once again between my knees ; 
The sound of truth will then be sure to please ; 
And truth alone, where'er my life be cast, 
In scenes of plenty, or the pining waste, 
Shall be my chosen theme, my glory to the last 
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Ask what is human life — the sage replies. 

With, disappointment lowering in his eyes, 

AifHuafttl passage o'er a restless flood, 

A 'WB punsuit of fugitive false good, 

A "feciene of fkncied bliss and heart-felt carej 

Closing at last in darkness and despair. 

The, poor, inured to drudgery and distress, 

Aot without aim, think little, and feel less, 

And liio where, but in feign'd Arcadian scenes, 

I'aste happiness, or know what pleasure means. 

Riches are pass'd away fi*om hand to hand, 

As fortune, vice, or folly may command ; 

As in a dance the pair that take the lead 

Turn downward, and the lowest pair succeed, 

So shifting and so various is the plan 

By which Heaven rules the mix'd affairs of man ; 

Vicissitude wheels round the motley crowd. 

The rich grow poor, the poor become purse-proud ; 

Business is labour, and man's weakness such. 

Pleasure is labour too, and tires as much. 

The very sense of it foregoes its use. 

By repetition pall'd, by age obtuse. 
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Youth lost in dissipation, we deplore, 
Through life's sad remnant, what no sighs restove; ' 
Our years, a fruitless race without a prize, • 

Too many, yet too few to make us wise. 

Dangling his cane about, and taking 8nu£P, 
Lothario cries, What philosophic stuff^^ • ' 

O querulous and weak I — whose useless brain 
Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in rain ; -" 
Whose eye reverted weeps o'er all the past. 
Whose prospect shows thee a disheartening waste ;' 
Would age in thee resign his wintry reign, t 

And youth invigorate that frame again, i ' 

Renew'd desire would grace with other speech < 
Joys always pdzed, when placed within our reaebj 

For lift thy palsied head, shake off the gk)om 
That overhangs the borders of thy tomb» 
See nature gay, as when she first began 
With smiles alluring her admirer man ; / w 

She spreads the morning over eastern hills, 
Earth glittera with the drops the night distila; 
The sun, obedient, at her call appears 
To fling his glories o'er the robe she wears ; 
Banks- clothed with 'flowers, groves fill'd^ with 

sprightly sounds. 
The yellow tilth, green meads, rocks, rising grounds. 
Streams edged with osiers, fattening every field ' 
Where'er they flow,*now seen and now conceal'd; 
From the blue rim, where skies and mountains meet, 
Down to the very turf beneath thy feet. 
Ten thousand charms, that only fools despisct 
Or pride can look at with indifferent eyes. 
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All speak one language, all whih one sireet voice 

Ctf to her onhretsai realm^ Rejoice I 

Man feels the spur ef passions and desires, 

And she gives largely more than he requires ; 

Not that» his hours devoted aU to care, 

Hollow-eyed abstinence, and lean despair, 

The wretxsh may pine, while to his smell, taste, si^t, 

She holds a paradise of rich delight ; 

But gently to rebuke his awkward fear. 

To [»ove that what she gives she gives sincere, 

To banish hesitation, and proclaim 

His happiness her dear, her only, aim. 

Tis gfave philosophy's absurdest dream, 

That Heaven's intentions are not what they seem, 

That only shadows are dispensed below. 

And earlii has no reality but woe. 

Thus things terrestrial wear a different hue, 
As youth or age persuades ; and neither true. 
So, Flora's wreath through colour'd cr3r8tal seen, 
The rose or lily appears blue or green, 
But still the imputed tints are those alone 
The medium represents, and not their own. 

To rise at noon, sit slipshod and undress'd. 
To read the news, or fiddle, as seems best. 
Till half the world comes rattling at his door, 
To fin the dull vacuity till four ; 
And^ just when evening turns the blue vault gray, 
To spend two hours in dressing for the day ; 
To make the flun a bauble without use, 
Save for the fruits his heavenly beams produce ; 
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Quite to forget, or deem itwwth no though 

Who bids him shine, or if he shine or not ; 

Through mere necessity to close his eyes 

Just when the larks and when the shepherds rise-; 

Is such a li£ej so tediously the same. 

So void of all utility or aim, 

That poor Jonquil, with almost every breath, 

Sighs for his exit, vulgarly called death : 

For he, with all his follies, has a mind 

Not yet so blank, or fashionably blind, 

But now and then perhaps a feeble ray 

Of distant wisdom shoots across his way ; 

By which he reads, that life without a plan, 

As useless as the moment it began, 

Serves merely as a soil for discontent 

To thrive in ; an incumbrance ere half spent.- 

Oh ! weariness beyond what asses feel, 

That tread the circuit of the cistern wheel ;- 

A dull rotation, never at a stay, 

Yesterda3r'B face twin image of to*day ; 

While conversation, an exhausted stock) ' 

Grows drowsy as the clicking of a clock. 

No need, he cries, of gravity stufF'd out 

With academic dignity devout. 

To read wise lectures, vanity the text : 

Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next ; 

For truth self-evident, with pomp impressed, 

Is vanity surpassing all the rest. 

That remedy, not hid in deeps profbund, 
Yet seldom sought where only to^ be found, 
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While pasnon turns aside from its due scope 

The inquirer's aim, that remedy is hope. 

Life is his gifly from whom whatever life needs, 

Witli every good and perfect gift, proceeds ; 

Bestow'd on man, like all that we partake^ 

Royally, freely, for his bounty's sake ; 

Transient indeed, as is the fleeting hour, 

And yet the seed of an immortal flower ; 

Designed, in honour of his endless love. 

To fill with fragrance his abode above ; 

No trifle, howsoever short it seem. 

And, howsoever shadowy, no dream; 

Its value, what no thought can ascertain, 

Nor all an angel's eloquence explain. 

Men deal with life as children with their play. 

Who firat jnisuse, then cast their toys away; 

Live to no sober purpose, and contend 

That their Creator had no serious end. 

When God and man stand opposite in view, 

Man's disappointment must, of course, ensue. 

The just Creatpr condescends to write, ' 

In beams of. inextinguishable light. 

His names of wisdom, goodness, power, and love, ' 

On aU that blooms below, or shines above ; 

To catch the wandering notice of mankind^ 

And teach theworld, if not peryersely blind, 

His gracipus attributes, and prove the share 

His offspring hold in his paternal, care. 

If, led from,efirtb}y things to things divine, 

His creatine, tbw^t not his august design». 
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Then praise is heard instead of reascHiing pride, 
And captious cavil and complaint subside. 
Nature, emj^oy'd in h^ allotted place. 
Is handmaid to the purposes of grace ; 
By good vouchsafed makes known superior good. 
And bliss not seen by blessings understood : 
That bliss, rereal'd in scripture^ with a gloir 
Bright as the covenant-ensuring bow, 
Fires all his feelings with a noble scorn 
Of sensual evil, and thus Hope is bom. 
Hope sets the stamp of vanity on all 
That men have deem*d substantial since the All, 
Yet has the wondrous virtue to educe 
From emptiness itself a real use ; 
And while she takes, as at a Other's hand. 
What health and sober appetite demand. 
From fading good derives, with chemic art, 
That lasting happineiss, a thankful heart. 
Hope, with uplifted foot, set free from earth, 
Pants for the place of her ethereal birth. 
On steady wings sails through the immense abyss. 
Plucks amaranthine joys from bowers of bliss, 
And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here, 
With wreaths like those triumphant spirits wear. 
Hope, as an anchor firm and sure, holds fast 
The Christian vessel, and defies the blast. 
Hope ! nothing else can nourish and secure 
His new-bom virtues, and preserve him pure. 
Hope I let the wretch, once conscious of the joy. 
Whom now despairing agonies destroy. 
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Speak, for he can, and none bo well aftiiQ> 
What treasinnes centre, what delights, ia thee. 
Had he the gems, the spices, and the land, 
That boasts the treasure, all at his commaiid; 
The fragrant grove, the inestimable Bsine, 
Were light, when weighed against one smile of diiae. 

Though clasp'd and cradled in his nurse's arms, 
He shines with all a cherub's artless charms, 
Man is the genuine offspring of revolt. 
Stubborn and sturdy, a wild ass's colt ; 
His passions, like the wsXerj stores that sleep 
Beneath the smiling sur&ce of the deep, 
Wait but the lashes of a wintry storm. 
To frown and roar, aad shake his feeble ibnik 
From tn&ocy dirough childhood's giddy maae, 
Froward at sdiool, and fretful in his plays, 
The puny tyrant burns to subjugate 
The free republic of the whip-^ig state. 
If one, his equal in athletic frame. 
Or, more provoking still, of nobler name, 
Dare step across his arbitrary views, 
An Iliad, only not in verse, ensues ; 
The litl^ Greeks look trembling at the scales, 
Till the best tongue or heaviest hand prevails. 

Now see him launch'd into the world at lar^e ; 
If priest, supinely droning o'er his chai^ge. 
Their fleece his pillow^ and his weekly drawl. 
Though short, too long, the price he pays Utr all. 
If lawyer, loud whatever cause he plead. 
But proudest of the womt^ if thatsuoceed. 
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Perhaps a grave phjsieian, gathering fees, 

Punctually paid for lengthening out disease ; 

No Cotton, whose humanity sheds rays, 

That make superior skill his second praise. 

If anns engage him, he devotes to sport 

His date of life so likely to be short ; 

A soldier may he any thing, if brave. 

So may a tradesman, if not quite a knave. 

Sudi stuff the world is made of; and mankind 

To passion, interest, pleasure, whim, resigned, 

Insist on, as if each were his own pope. 

Forgiveness, and the privilege of hope ; 

But conscience, in some awful silent hour, 

When captivating lusts have lost their power. 

Perhaps when sickness, or some fearful dream, 

Reminds him of religion, hated theme ! 

Starts from the down, on which she lately slept, 

And tells of laws despised, at least not kept ; 

Shows with a pointing finger, but no noise, 

A pale procession of past sinful joys, 

All witnesses of blessings foully scom'd. 

And life abused, and not to be suborn'<L 

Mark these, she says ; these, summoned from afar. 

Begin their march to meet thee at the bar ; 

There find a Judge inexorably just. 

And perish there, as all presumption must. 

Peace be to those (such peace as earth can give) 
Who live in pleasure, dead e'en while they live ; 
Bom capable indeed of heavenly truth ; 
But down to latest age, from earliest youth, 
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Their mind a wilderness through want of care. 

The plough of wisdom never entering there. 

Peace (if insensibility may claim 

A right to the meek honours of her name) 

To men of pedigree, their noble race, 

Emulous always of the nearest place 

To any throne, except the throne of grace. 

Let cottagers and unenlightened swains 

Revere the laws they dream that Heaven ordains ; 

Resort on Sundays to the house of prayer, 

And ask, and fancy they find, blessings there. 

Themselves, perhaps, when weary they retreat 

To enjoy cool nature in a country seat, 

To exchange the centre a£ a thousand trades, 

For clumps, and lawns, and temples, and cascades, 

May now and then their velvet cushions take, 

And seem to pray for good example sake ; 

Judging, in charity no doubt, the town 

Pious enough, and having need of none. 

Kind souls ! to teach their tenantry to prize 

What they themselves, without remorse, despise : 

Nor hope have they, nor fear, of aught to come, 

As well for them had prophecy been dumb ; 

They could have held the conduct they pursue, 

Had Paul of Tarsus lived and died a Jew ; 

And truth, proposed to reasoners wise as they, 

Is a pearl cast — completely cast away. 

They die^^ — ^Death lends them, pleased, and as in 
sport. 
All the grim honours of his ghastly court. 
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Far other paintings grace the chamber now, 
Where late we saw the mimic landscape glow : . 
The busy heralds hang the sable scene 
With mournful 'scutcheons, and dim lamps between 4 
Proclaim their titles to the crowd around, 
But they that wore them more not at Che sound ; 
The coronet, placed idly at their head^ 
Adds nothing now to the degraded dead* 
And e'en the star, that glitters on the bier. 
Can only say — Nobility lies here. 
Peace to all sudi^ — ^'twere pity to oflSsnd, 
By useless censure, whom we cannot mend; 
Life without hope can dose but in despair, 
'Twas there we found them, and must leaire them 
there. 

As when two pilgrims in a iorest stray, 
Both may be lost, yet each in his own way ; 
So fares it wi^ the multitudes beguiled 
In vain opinion's waste and dangerous wild ; , 

Ten thousand rove the brakes and thorns among» . 
Some eastward, imd some westward, and all wrong., 
But here, alas I die fatal difierence lies, 
Each man's belief is right in his own eyes ; 
And he that blames what they have blindly chose 
Incurs resentment for tJie love he shows*. 

Say, botanist, within who(^ province fidi 
The cedar and the hyssop on the wall» 
Of all that deck the lanes, the fieldsv the jboMrers, , 
What parts the kindred tribes of weeds and^owers? 
Sweet scent, or lovely form, or bot^Lcombiiiedy ^ 
Distinguish every cultivated kind ; . , 
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The want of both denotes a meaner breed, 
And Chloe from her garland picks the weed. 
Thus hopes of every sort, whatever sect 
Esteem them, sow them, rear them, and (Nrotect, 
If w&d in natmre, and not duly found, 
Getfasemane I in thy dear hallow'd ground. 
That cannot bear the blaze of Scripture light. 
Nor cheer the spirit, nor refresh the sight, 
Nor animate the soul to Christian deeds, 
(Oh cast them from thee I) are weeds, arrant we«c3. 

Ethelred's house, the centre of six ways. 
Diverging each from each, like equal rays. 
Himself as bountiful as April rains, 
Lord paramount of the surrounding plains, 
Would give relief of bed and board to none, 
But guests that sought it in the appointed One ; 
And they might enter at his open door. 
E'en till his spacious hall would hold no more. 
He sent a servant forth by every road. 
To sound his horn and publish it abroad. 
That all might mark— knight, menial, high, and 

low — 
An ordinance it concerned them much to know. 
If, after all, some headstrong hardy lout 
Would disobey, though sure to be shut out, 
Could he with reason murmur at his case, 
Himself sole author of his own disgrace ? 
No ! the decree was just and without flaw ; 
And he that made had right to make tfie law ; 
His sovereign power and pleasure unrestrained, 
The wrong was his who wrongfiiliy complain'd. 

VOL. VI. 1 
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Yet half ^mankuid i^amtam a churlish alcile 
With him the Donor of eternal life, 
Because the deed, Vj which his love confinn» 
The largess he bef tow^, prescribes Ihe term& 
Compliance with bis will your lot ensur<es, 
Accept it only, and the boon is yours* / . 
And sure it is as kind to smUe and give« - j 
As with a frown to say, Do this, and Uv^ 
Love is not pedlar's trumpery, boij^ht and sold ; 
He will give freely, or he will withhold ; 
His soul abhors a mercenary thought^ . ^ ' 
And him as deeply who abhors it not ; 
He stipulates indeed, but merely this. 
That man will freely take an unbougbt Miss, 
Will trust him for a &ithful generous part, ' 

Nor set a price upon a willing heart. 
Of all the ways that seem to promise fair. 
To place you where his saints his presence shane^ . 
This only can; for this plain cause» ^press'jd 
In terms as plain — ^himself has shut the rest. 
But oh the strife, the bickering, and debate. 
The tidings of unpurchased heaven create I 
The flirted fany the bridle, and the toss, . 

All speakers, yet all language at a loss. ' : > , 

From stucco'd walls smart arguments reboufid ; 
And beaus, adepts in every thing pmftund, . 
Die of disdain, pr whisUe off the sxMUkd. . 
Such is the clamour of rooks, dawsy '«nd Idles, 
The explosionof tbe leveird*tube excites, > i 
Where mouldering abbey walla rOf^rfaang 4h«iglade^ 
And oaks coeval spread a mournful shade, 
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The screaming nataanfl^ hovering in mid air, 
Loudly resent the stranger's freedom there, 
And seem to warn him never to repeat 
His bold intrusion on their dark retreat. 

Adieu, Vinosa cries, ere yet he sips 
The purple bumper trembling at his lips, 
Adieu to all morality ! if grace 
Make works a vain ingredient in the case. 
The Christian hope is — Waiter, draw die cork — 
If I mistake not — Blockhead ! with a fork I 
Without good works, whatever some may boast. 
Mere folly and delusion — Sir, your toast. 
My firm persuasion is, at least sometimes. 
That Heaven will weigh man's virtues and his crimes 
With nice attention in a righteous scale. 
And save or damn as these or those prevail. 
I plant my foot upon this ground of trust. 
And silence every fear with — God is just. 
But if perchance, on some dull drizzling day, 
A thought intrude, that says, or seems to say. 
If thus the important cause is to be tried. 
Suppose the beam should dip on the wrong side ; 
I soon recover from these needless frights. 
And — God is merciful — sets all to rights. 
Thus between justice, as my prime support, 
And mercy, fled to as the last resort, 
I glide and steal along with heaven in view. 
And, — pardoo me, the bottle stands with you. 

I never will believe) the Colonel cries, 
The sangdlnary schemes that some devise. 
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Who niake the gdod Creator, dn Itheir plan, ' '" ''' 
A being of less equity than man. - --» 

If appetite, or what divines taSi lust, '"' 'y 

Whidi men comply with, e'en because they mdsti ' 
Be punish'd with perdition, who is pure ? '" 

Then theirs, no doubt, as well as itiine, ii« sUi^. " * 
If sentence of eternal pain belong 
To every sudden slip and transient wrong, ' ' " 
Then Heaven enjoins the fallible and fMil '"' ' 
A hopeless task, and damns them if they fait. 
My creed, (whatever some creed-makers mean* 
By Athanasian nonsense, or Nicene,) ' ' 

My creed is, he is safe that does his best, '^ ' 
And death s a doom sufficient for the rest. ' 
Right, says an ensign ; and for aught I see', " 
Your faith and mine substantially agree ; ' *\ 

The best of every man's performance here ^ ' . 
Is to discharge the duties of his sphere. ' ' ' " * 
A lawyer's dealings should be just and fair, ■ ' " 
Honesty shines with great advantage there. 
Fasting and prayer sit well upon a priest, " 

A decent caution and reserve at least. 
A soldier s best is courage in the field, ' " ' 

With nothing here that wants to be conceal'd ; * ^ 
Manly deportment, gallant, easy, gay ; ' ' ' 

A hand as liberal as the light cdT day. 
The soldier thus endowed, who never shrinks, "* 
Nor closets up his thoughts, whatever he thinks,' ' ' 
Who scorns to do an injury by idte^tH, " 
Must go to heaven — and I must drihk' his health. 
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Sir Smug, be cries, (for lowest at the. board, 
Just made fiflh chaplain of his patron lord. 
His shoulders witnessing by many a shrug 
How much his feelings suffered, sat Sir Smug,) 
Your office is to winnow false from true ; 
Come^ prophet, drink, and tell us. What think you ? 

Sighing and smiling as he takes his glass. 
Which they that woo preferment rarely pass, 
Fallible man, the church-bred youth replies, 
Is still found fallible, however wise ; 
A&d differing judgments serve but to declare, 
That truth lies somewhere, if we knew but where. ■ 
Of all it ever was my lot to read, 
Of critics now alive or long since dead, 
The book of all the world that charmed me most , 
Was, — well-a-day, the titlepage was lost ; 
The writer well remarks, a heart that knows 
To take with gratitude what Heaven bestows. 
With prudence always •ready at our call, 
To guide our use of it, is all in all. 
Doubtless it is. To which, of my own store, 
I superadd a few essentials more ; 
But these, excuse the liberty I take, 
I wave jtist now, for conversation's sake. 
Spoke like an oracle, they all exclaim, 
And add Right Reverend to Smug's honoured name. 

And yet our lot is given us in a land 
Where busy -arts are never at a stand ; 
Where science points her telescopic eye, ^ . 

Fai|uUar/ with tbe, wonders of the sky ; 
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Where bold inquiry, diving out of stght^ 
Brings many a precious pearl of truth to light ; 
Where nought eludes the perserermg quest, 
That fashion, taste, or luxury suggest. 

But abo'v^ all, in her own light array'd, 
S^e Mercy^s grand apocalypse displayed \ 
The sacred book no longer suffers wrong, 
Bound in the fetters of an unknown tongue ; 
But speaks with plainness art could nenrer iliend, 
What simplest minds can soonest comprehend. / 
God gives the word, the preachers throng around. 
Live from his lips, and spread the glorious sound r 
That sound bespeaks salvation on her way, 
The trumpet of a life-restoring day ; 
Tis heard where England's eastern glory shmes^ ' 
And in the gulfs of her Cornubian mines. ^ 

And still it spreads. See Germany send forth 
Her sons * to pour it on the farthest north : 
Fired with a zeal peculiar, ^ey defy • ^ 

The rage and rigour of a polar sky, 
And plant successfully sweet Sharon's rose 
On icy plains, and in eternal snows. ' ' 

O blest within the inclosure of your rooks, 
Not herds have ye to boast, nor bleating flocks ; • < 
Nor fertilizing streams your fields dtvide. 
That show, reversed, the villas on their side ; 
No grhvtts Jiave ye ; no cheerful sound lOf bird, , 
Or vctoe. of turtle in your landiis heavd; • i 
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Nor grateful* Eglantine regales the smell • 
Of tfaofi^ !tb«t walk at evefiiog where ye 4weU $ 
But Winter^, ann'd wUh terrors huere anknown, 
Sits absolute onhia umb^n throne; 
Piles up his stores amidst the froaenwaatev 
And bids this moantains he has built stand fot ; - 
Beckons the legioRS of his stonns awaj 
From ha|0^ier scenes, to make your land a prey ; - ' 
Probbims ithe soil a conquest he has won. 
And ioorns to share it with the distant sun. 
— i^et >tiruth is yourS) remote, unenvied isle ! 
Aidiipeaeedihe genuine ofispring of ^ her smile; 
The pride, of lettered ignorance, that binds 
In chains of error our accomplished mindS) 
That dedks» with all the spl&uiour of die true, 
A false religton) ts unloiown to you. 
Natute^ indeed vouchsafes for our delight 
The swecb ificissitades of day and night ; 
Soft airs and gei^ moisture feed and cheer 
Field, fruit, and flower, and every creature here; ' 
But brighter beams than his who fires the skies 
Have risen at length on your admiring eyes, 
That shobt into your darkest caves the day, 
From ^hich oar nicer optics turn away. 

Here see the. encouragement grace -gives to vice', 
The dire defect of mercy without price I • ■ 'r > » 
Whatiw«!iiei<ihiey>?"What someibpls are'Sftadebyart; 
They were biptaiature, atheists^ head and heait^^ < 
The gross idolatry blind heathens teach 
Wa8t-toAn^B€)d£irtl^m,.bey«idlhair«reMh. < - 
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Not een the gl^nbair siu^^tlK^ta^nienreve^ v <* 
The monaith most ' that gekbm will Bppesofy . ^ 
And though hif *beamts th&t <;uicken where the^ 
shine^ - . ■•, 

May chum sokne nght to be esteem' d divine, > : ^ 
Not e*eh thd lun, desirable as rare, 
Could bend xme kaee^ engage one votary there ;* • ' ^ 
They were j ifi^t base credulity believes •>- ^ 

True christiails are, dissemblers, drunkards, thieVbs. 
The full gorged savage, at his nauseous fesuBt^ 'I 
Spent half the darkness, and snored 'out this rest^' ^^ 
Was one, whom justice, on an equal i^any '^ 

Denouncing death upon the sins 6f man, ^ ■ 

Might almost have indulged wit^ dn escape^ f 

Chargeable only wil^ a human shape; 

What are they now ?— Morality may spHre 
Her grave conceruj her kind suspicions there ; 
The wretch, who once sang wildly, dttncedy and' 

laughed) 
And suck'd in dizzy madness with his draught. 
Has wept a silent flood, reversed his ways^ 
Is sober, meek, benevolent, and prays, 
Feeds sparingly^ communicates his store, - f 

Abhors the craft he boasted of before, < 

And he that stole has leam'd to steteil no move. « ' 
Well spake the prophet, Let the desert sing. 
Where sprang the thorn^ the spiryfir shall spring,'^ 
And where unsightly and rank thistles gr^^ /' 

Shall grow the Yayr^ and luxuriant yew. 

Go now, and wilSi important tone demtod> 
On what foundation virtue is to stand. 
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If self-cxfJting clainii b^tuni'd adrift^ 
And grace be griLce indeed, and life a gift; 
The poor reclaim'd inhabitanty his eyes 
Glistening at once with pity and surprise^ 
Amazed that shadows should obscure the sight 
Of one, whose birth was in a land of lights 
Shall answer, Hope, sweet Hope^ has set me free, 
And made all [Measures else mere dross to tnei 

.Theaey smidst scenes as waste as if denied 
The common oare that waits on all beside, 
Wild as if tnaiture there, void of all good, 
Play'd only gambols in a firantic rnood^ 
(Yet charge not heavenly skill with havii^ phmn'd 
A plaything world, unworthy of his hand ;) 
Can see his love> though secret evil lurks 
In all we touch, stamped plainly on his works ; 
Deem life a blessing with its numerous woes. 
Nor spurn away a giit. a God bestows. 
Hard task indeed o'er arctic seas to roam I 
Is hope exotic ? grows it not at home ? 
Yes, but an object, bright as orient mom. 
May press the eye too closely to be borne ; 
A distant virtue we can all confess, 
It hurts our pride, and moves our envy, les^b 

LeueoBomus (beneath well-sounding Greek 
I slur a name a poet must not speak) 
Stood pilloried on infanjy's high stage. 
And bore the pelting scorn of half an age ; . . y 

The very butt of slander, and the blot 
For every dart -that ma&ice ever $hot. 
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The inan.4iftkat xnealadn'd him at OBce disimss'd 
AU m&rcy&OBihii iips, qnd sneer'd and hiss'd ; 
His ctioiel^ wera raofa as Sodom never kniew, 
And pefjUry bttobd: up -ta swear, all true ; 
His aim was mischief^ and bis zeal pretence, 
HiB Apset^ rebellion against common sense ; 
A knawe^^Kirhen tried on honesty's plain rule ; 
And when by that of reason, a -mere fool ; 
The world's best comfort was, his doom was pass'd^; 
Die when he might, he must be damn'd atilast^ * 
Now, IVvMih, perform thine office; waft aude "^ 
The curtain dirawn by prejudice and/jprid)e,' • • • ' 
Reveal (the man is dead) to wondering eyes • . ■" 
This more than monster in his proper guisis. ^ 

He loved the world that hated him : the ttor ' 

That dropped up<m his Bible was sincere; • ■-• ^ 
Assail'd by- scandal and the tongue of strife. 
His only answer was a blameljess life ; .< i , ! i 

And he that forged, and he that threw the dtfft^ '* ! 
Had each a brother's interest in his heart.' / 

Paul's love of Christ, and steadiness* unbribed^ -' 
Were cc^ed close in him, and well transcribed. 
He followed Paul ; his zeal a kindred flame, ^ 

His apostolic charity the same. I 

Like him, oroas'd cheerfully tempestunus seas, « I 
Forsaking country, kindred, friends, and ease; ^J 
Lik^ihimhe labour'd, and like bm content' ' <•(>/ 
To bear it, suSiE»'d shame where'er h^ ireot • U 
Blu^hf joalumlty I and write upon hia tomb> - - W 
If honest eulogy. .'Cao spaQeitkQe<iiQfyn(i^t c .'.i >. li* // 
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• 

Thy de^ r^entftnce of diy tbousaoad Ikfi, 
Whidi, aim'd at him^ have pierced the dfibnded skieft ; 
And say, Blot out my sin, confess'd^dei^ored, ' 
Against thine image, in thy Baint> O Lord I ' 

No blinder bigot, I liudntain it still, * 

Than iie who must have pleaaitfe, come what will:: 
He laughs, nvihatever weapon TVutfa may draw. 
And deems her ^larp artillery mere straw 
ScFiptype indeed is plain ; but God and he 
On scripture ground are sure to disagree; 
Some wiser rule must teach him how to live, 
Than this his Maker hais seen fit to give ; 
Supple and flexiUe as Indian cane. 
To take the bend his appetites ordain ; > 

Contrived to suit frail Nature's crazy cafte, 
And reconcile his lusts with saving grace. 
By this, with nice precision of design, 
He draws upon life's mi^ a zig-zag line, 
That shows how far 'tis safe to follow sin, 
And where his danger and God's wrath begin. 
By this he forms, as pleased he sports along. 
His weU^poised estimate of right and wrong; 
And finds tine modish manners of the day. 
Though loose, as harmless as an infant's {^ay. 

Build by mkatever plan caprice decrees. 
With what auiterials, on what ground you please*; 
Your hopejsfaall stmid unblamed, perhaps admired, 
If not that hqoie t^e sol'ipture had required. 
The strange)06n^its,TAifiprc|jeot8, and wild drdams^ 
With which hypomsyt^r^ev^ tuem&y 
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(Thou^ other :&lltes stxike the pubUc eyey 
And. raise a laugh) paas unmolested bj ; 
But if, .!U)bl(uneaUe in word aod thought, , < 

A MA^ arife, a man whom God hastaught. 
With all Elijah's dignity of tone, 
And ^l the love of the beloyed John, ^ 

To storm the citadels they build-in air, '> 

And smite the untemper*d wall ; 'tis death to sfiaM. 
To sweep away all reAiges of lies, / 

And place, instead q£ quirks themselves devise,i // 
Lama sabacthani before jtheir eyes ; < ; 

To prove that without Christ all gain is los8> f 

All hope despair, that stands not on his cross; * I 
Es^cept the few his God may have impressed, 
A tenfold frenzy seizes all the rest. 

Throughout mankind, the Christian kind at least, 
There dwells a consciousness in every breast, 
That folly ends where genuine hope begins, / 

And he that finds his heaven must lose his sins. 
Nature opposes, with her utmost force» 
This riving stroke, this ultimate divorce : 
And, while Religion seems to be her view, 
Hates- with a deep sincerity the true : 
For this, of all that ever influenced man, . • i 

Since Abel worshipped, or the world began,^, , 
This only spares no lu9^ admits no, plea, , •. 

But makes hiip( i£at alls completely free ; f 

Soi^^s ^tb the sign^, as she laoounts her par, i 
Of an eternal, uniyenial war; ,/ 

Rejects ,|dl treaty,, pen^n^tes ^1 .^ijbs» 
Scorn|iiilFHl^'^f^.|8afpQ. jndiffej;^w;:e frqyfjis ^d sipiies^; 
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And grinds his crown beneath her iHiniiiig wheels I 
Hence all that is in man, pride, passkm, art, ' < 
Powers of the mind, and feelings of the heart, ' 
Insensible of truth's 'altn^htj chaftts, ' " 

Starts at her first approach; and sounds to 'antos I - 
While Bigotry, with wdl dissembled feai^. 
His eyes Ant fast, his fingers in his ears, * 
Mighty to parry and push by Grod's word 
With senseless noise, his argument the sword,^ ' ' 
Pretends a zeal fbr gocHiness and grace, •' . i 

And spits 'aUiorrenoe in the Christian's face. '' ' ' 

Parent of Hope, immortal Truth f make known' 
Thy deathless wreaths and triumphs all thine own:f 
The silent progress of thy power is such, ' ' ' 

Thy lAesBii^ so "feeble, and despised so much, ' 
That f<^w believe the wonders thou hast wrought,- ' 
And none can teaoh them but whom thou haSt taught 
Oh see me sworn to serve thee, and command' ' -^ 
A painter's skill into a poet's hand I • / 

That, while I trembling trace a work divine, "' ' 
Fancy may stand doof from the design, ' ' ^ 

And light and shade, and every stroke, be thine.' ' - 

If ever thiiHi hast fbH another's pain, ' ' 

If ever when he sigh'd hast sigh*d again, / > - '^ 
If ever on thy eyi^d stood the tear ' ■ '' 

That pity had engendered, drop one here. ' - " * 
This man' Wss happy— had die worlds good woi*d;"' 
And with it every joy it can afibrd ; ' '■ " 

Friendship and love seem'd tenderly at^itrfle; ' ' ' ' 
Which most'ishould BWeet^ his untrotibled Mfe ;' "" 
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Politely leam^d^andnrf a gBkitleiteey' ^ ' / 
Good bn»£ngaiid;good«seBBegaMreraU a grace, 
And whether jtlib^ toilette of die fkir 
He laughkL and: trifled^ madie hioi welcome thdre^ ! 
Or, if in masooliaie debate, he shared, > 1 

Ensured him mrate attention and regaiid. 
Alas, how tsh^ged I Expressive of his mind, 
His eyes are smik, arms folded, .head reclili«d:^> ( 
Those awful i^Ikbles, hell, death, aad sin, . . .J 

Though s^hisper'd, [Mainly tell what wurks. within ;;^ 
That conscience there perfiirms her propei part,- • 'i 
And wrkte a doomsday sentence on his. heart I • ■ ' / 
Forsakingy.and forsi^Len of all frietids, > . ! 

He now perceives where earthly pleaaure ends ;- i'A 
Hard task I for one who lately knew no car^, ; / 
And harder still as learnt beneath despair ! ■ , . ; / 
His hours no longer pass unmark'd away, .1 

A dark importance saddens every day ; ' i 

He hears the notice of the clock, perpl€x*4» i • 

And cries, Perhaps eternity strikes next I .: r( j 
Sweet music is no longer music here, . . > i 
And laughter sounds like madness in his ^m : . . .i ' 
His grief the world of all her power disarms ; ^- J 
Wine has no ta^te^ and beauty has nk». chanas ; ; . i 
God's holy word^.onde trivial in hm view, <. / i 
Now by the voice of his expeirienqe true, ^ . I ] 

Seems, as \i is, .th^ fountain whence alone i . / 

Must sparing that jhojpe: he fant^^ to oauilce liis owj^.j i 
Now let t|ie bright.itevfiif^ei be hmwn -abjwd ; j : 
Say.maa's!A!wonpjraiid p^^vr^ribdloags-.to Qpd^ ' • 
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As when a felon^ whom his comities laws ' * 
Have justly doonft'd for MNB^'atooeaoua cause, 
Expects, in darknesi aaod •heart-»cU]l]ii^ feirs,' - 
The shamefbl close of all hist B&is^eiit ycafes ^ : 
If chance, on hebvj pinions "skmly bocne, 
A tempest usher in the dreaded mom^ 
Upon his dungeon walls the lightmng pfeiy, ■ 
The thunder seems to summon him away ; 
The warder at the door his key apjdies, 
Shoots bad£ the bolt, and all his courage dies : 
If then, just then, all thoughts of mercy lost^ 
When Hope, long lingering, at last yidds theghost,' 
The sound of pardon pierce his startled ear. 
He drops at once his fetters and his fear ; 
A transport glows in all he looks and speakii, 
And the first thankful tears bedew his checks. 
Joy, far superior joy, that much outweighs - 
The comfort of a few poor added days, 
Invades, possessei^ and overwhelms the soul 
Of him, whom Hope has with a touch made whcfle. 
'Tis heaven, all heaven, descending on the wings 
Of the glad legions of the King of kings ; ' * 

'Tis more^^'tis God difibsed through every part, • 
'Tis God himself triumphant in his heart. * ' 

O welcome now ^e sun's once hated light, '- '< 
His noonday beams were never half so bright. * '' 
Not kindred minds alone are call'd to ebfplti^^^ ' " 
Their^hoUiiB, ilieir daysi ia listeaitog to his Joy; ' " '^ 
UncoHsdbUB nature, aHl that he' surveys! ' "^ 

Rocksj' gi^ov^s, and str«a!Rft| tnii6t!join''hkn in^ liiisr^>^ 
praise. 
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These are thy glorious works, eternal Truth, 
The scoff of withered age and beardless youth ; 
These move the censure and illiberal grin 
Of fools that hate thee and delight in sin : 
But these shall last when night has quench'd the pole, 
And heaven is all departed as a scroll. 
And when, as justice has long since decreed, 
This earth shall blaze, and a new world, succeed. 
Then these thy glorious works, and they who share 
That hope which can alone exclude despair. 
Shall live exempt from weakness and decay, 
The brightest wonders of an endless day. 

Happy the bard (if that fair name belong 
To him that blends no fable with his song) 
Whose lines, uniting, by an honest art, 
The faithful monitor's and poet's part, 
Seek to delight, diat they may mend mankind. 
And, while they captivate, inform the mind : 
Still happier, if he till a thanks soil. 
And fruit reward his honourable toil : 
But happier far, who comfort those that wait 
To hear plain truth at Judah's hallowed gate : 
Their language simple, as their manners meek. 
No shining ornaments have they to seek ; 
Nor labour they, nor time, nor talents, waste. 
In sorting ftowers to auit a fickle taste ; 
But, while they speak the wisdom of the skies, 
Which art can only darken and disguise. 
The abundant harvest, recompense divine, 
Repays their work— the gleaning only mine. 
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Qaa nihil majus meliusre teriis 
Fata donavdre, bonique divi ; 
Nee dabunt, qaam?i8 redeant in aurnm 
Tempora piiacum. 

HOR. LIB. IV. ODB S. 

Fairest and foremost of the train that wait 

On man's most dignified and happiest state, 

Whether we name thee Charity or Love, 

Chief grace below, and all in all above, 

Prosper (I press thee with a powerful plea) 

A task I venture on, impelled by thee : 

Oh never seen but in thy blest effects, 

Or felt but in the soul that Heaven selects ; 

Who seeks to praise thee, and to make thee known 

To other hearts, must have thee in his own. 

Come, prompt me with benevolent desires. 

Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires. 

And, though disgraced and slighted, to redeem 

A poet's name, by making thee the theme. 

God, working ever on a social plan, 
By various ties attaches man to man : 
He made at first, though free and unconfined. 
One man the common father of the kind ; 
That every tribe, though placed as he sees best, 
Where seas or deserts part them from the rest, 
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Differing in language, manners, or in face, 
Might feel themselves allied to all the race. 
When Cook— lamented, and with tears as just 
As ever mingled with heroic dust — 
Steer'd Britain's oak into a world unknown, 
And in his country's glory sought his own. 
Wherever he found man, to nature true, 
The rights of man were sacred in his view ; 
He soothed with gifts, and greeted with a smile, 
The simple native of the new-found isle ; 
He spum'd the wretch that slighted or withstood 
The tender argument of kindred blood ; 
Nor would endure that any should control 
His freeborn brethren of the southern pole. 

But, though some nobler minds a law respect, 
That none shall with impunity neglect. 
In baser souls unnumber*d evils meet. 
To thwart its influence, and its end defeat. 
While Cook is loved for savage lives he saved. 
See Cortez odious for a world enslaved I 
Where wast thou then, sweet Charity ? where then. 
Thou tutelary friend of helpless men? 
Wast thou in monkish cells and nimneries found, 
Or building hospitals on English ground ? 
No.— Mammon makes the world his legatee 
Through fear, not love; and Heaven abhors the fee. 
Wherever found, (and all men need thy care,) 
Nor age nor infancy could find thee there. 
The hand that slew till it could slay no more 
Was glued to the sword-hilt with Indian gore. 
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Their prince, as justly seated on his throne 

As vain imperial Philip on his own, 

Trick*d out of aU his royalty by art, 

That stripped him bare, and broke his honest heart, 

Died, by the sentence of a shaven priest, 

For scorning what they taught him to detest 

How dark the veil that intercepts the blaze 

Of Heaven's mysterious purposes and ways I 

God stood not, though he seem'd to stand, aloof; 

And at this hour the conqueror feels the proof: 

The wreath he won drew down an instant curse, 

The fretting plague is in the public purse, 

The canker'd spoil corrodes the pining state, 

Starved by that indolence their mines create. 

Oh could their ancient Incas rise again, 
How would they take up Israel's taunting strain ! 
Art thou too fallen, Iberia ? Do we see 
The robber and the murderer weak as we ? 
Thou, that hast wasted earth, and dared despise 
Alike the wrath and m^cy of the skies, 
Thy pomp is in the grave, thy glory laid 
Low in the pits thine avarice has made. 
We come with joy from our eternal rest 
To see the oppressor in his turn oppress'd. 
Art thou the god, the thunder of whose hand 
Roird over all our desolated land. 
Shook principalities and kingdoms down. 
And made the mountains tremble at his frown ? 
The sword shall light upon thy boasted powers. 
And waste them, as thy sword has wasted ours. 
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Tis thus Omnipotence his law fulfils, 
And vengeance executes what justice wills. 

Again — the band of commerce was designed 
To associate all the branches of mankind ; 
And if a boundless plenty be the robe, 
Trade is the golden girdle of the globe. 
Wise to promote whatever end he means, 
God opens fruitful nature's various scenes : 
Each climate needs what other climes produce, 
And offers something to the general use ; 
No land but listens to the common call, 
And in return receives supply from all. 
This genial intercourse, and mutual aid. 
Cheers what were else a universal shade. 
Calls nature from her ivy-mantled den, 
And softens human rock- work into men. 
Ingenious Art, with her expressive face, 
Steps forth to fashion and refine the race ; 
Not only fills necessity's demand. 
But overcharges her capacious hand : 
Capricious taste itself can crave no more 
Than she supplies from her abounding store : 
She strikes out all that luxury can ask, 
And gains new vigour at her endless task. 
Her^s is the spacious arch, the shapely spire. 
The painter s pencil, and the poet's lyre ; 
From her the canvass borrows, light and shade. 
And verse, more lasting, hues that never fade. 
She guides the finger o'er the dancing keys, 
Gives difficulty all the grace of ease, 
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And pours a torrent of sweet notes around, 
Fast as the thirsting ear can drink the sound. 

These are the gifls of art ; and art thrives most 
Where Commerce has enrich'd the busy coast ; 
He catches all improvements in his flight, 
Spreads foreign wonders in his country's sight, 
Imports what others have invented well, 
And stirs his own to match them, or excel. 
'Tis thus, reciprocating each with each, 
Alternately the nations learn and teach ; 
While Providence enjoins to every soul 
A union with the vast terraqueous whole. 

Heaven speed the canvass, gallantly unfurl'd 
To furnish and accommodate a world, 
To give the pole the produce of the sun. 
And knit the unsocial climates into one. 
Sofl airs and gentle heavings of the wave 
Impel the fleet, whose errand is to save. 
To succour wasted regions, and replace 
The smile of opulence in sorrow's face. 
Let nothing adverse, nothing unforese^, 
Impede the bark that ploughs the deep serene, 
Charged with a freight transcending in its worth 
The gems of India, Nature's rarest birth, 
That flies, like Gabriel on his Lord's commands, 
A herald of God's love^ to pagan lands I 
But ah I what wish can prosper, or what prayer, 
For merchants rich in cargoes of despair, 
Who drive a loathsome traffic, gauge, and span, 
And buy the muscles and the bones of man ? 
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The tender ties of &ther, husband, friend, 

All bonds of nature in that moment end ; 

And each endures, while yet he draws his breath, 

A stroke as fatal as the scythe of death. 

The sable warrior, frtotic with regret 

Of her he loves, and never can forget. 

Loses in tears the far receding shore, 

But not the thought that they must meet no more; 

Deprived of her and freedom at a blow. 

What has he left that he can yet fbr^o ? 

Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resigned. 

He feels his body's bondage in his mind ; 

Puts off his generous nature ; and, to suit 

His manners with his fate, puts on the brute. 

Oh most degrading of all ilb that wait 
On man, a mourner in his best estate I 
All other sorrows virtue may endure. 
And find submission more than half a cure ; 
Grief is itself a medicine, and bestow'd 
To improve the fortitude that bears the load. 
To teach the wanderer, as his woes increase, 
The path of wisdom, all whose paths are peace ; 
But slavery I — Virtue dreads it as her grave : 
Patience itself is meanness in a slave ; 
Or, if die will and sovereignty of God 
Bid suffer it awhile, and kiss the rod. 
Wait for the dawning of a brighter day. 
And snap the chain the moment when you may. 
Nature imprints upon whatever we see. 
That has a heart and life in it. Be free I 
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The beasts are charter'd — neither age nor force 
Can quell the love of freedom in a horse : 
He breaks the cord that held him at the rack ; 
And, conscious of fui unincumber'd back, 
Snuffs up the morning air, forgets the rein ; 
Loose fly his forelock and his ample mane ; 
Responsive to the distant neigh he neighs ; 
Nor stops, till, overleaping all delays, 
He finds the pasture where his fellows graze. 

Canst thou, and honoured with a Christian name. 
Buy what is woman-born, and feel no shame ? 
Trade in the blood of innocence, and plead 
Expedience as a warrant for the deed ? 
So may the wolf, whom famine has made bold 
To quit the forest and invade the fold : 
So may the ruffian, who with ghostly glide. 
Dagger in hand, steals close to your bedside ; 
Not he, but his emergence forced the door. 
He found it inconvenient to be poor. 
Has God then given its sweetness to the cane, 
Unless his laws be trampled on — ^in vain ? 
fiuilt a brave world, which cannot yet subsist, 
Unless his right to rule it be dismissed ? 
Impudent blasphemy I So folly pleads. 
And, avarice being judge, with ease succeeds. 

But grant the plea, and let it stand for just. 
That man make man his prey, because he must ; 
Still there is room for pity to abate 
And soothe the sorrows of so sad a state. 
A Briton knows, or if he knows it not. 
The scripture placed within his reach, he ought, 
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That souls have no discriminating hue, 

Alike important in their Maker's view ; 

That none are free from blemish since the fall, 

And love divine has paid one price for all. 

The wretch that works and weeps without relief 

Has one that notices his silent grief. 

He, from whose hand alone all power proceeds. 

Ranks its abuse among the foulest deeds, 

Considers all injustice with a frown ; 

But marks the man that treads his fellow down. 

Begone I — the whip and bell in that hard hand 

Are hateful ensigns of usurped command. 

Not Mexico c6uld purchase kings a claim 

To scourge him, weariness his only blame. , 

Remember, Heaven has an avenging rod. 

To smite the poor is treason against God ! 

Trouble is grudgingly and hardly brook'd, 
While life's sublimest joys are overlook'd : 
We wander o'er a simbumt thirsty soil, 
Murmuring and weary 'of bur daily toil, 
Forget to enjoy the palm-tree s ofier*d shade> 
Or taste the fountain in the neighbouring glade : 
Else who would lose, that had the power to improve 
The occasion of transmuting fear to love ? • 

Oh 'tis a godlike privilege to save ! 
And he that scorns it is himself a slave. 
Inform his mind ; one flash of heavenly day 
Would heal his heart, and melt his chains away. 
" Beauty for ashes" is a gift indeed. 
And slaves, by truth enlarged, are doubly freed. 
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Then would he say, submissive at thy feet, 
While gratitude and love made service sweet, 
My dear deliverer out of hopeless night, 
Whose bounty bought me but to give me light, 
I was a bondman on my native plain. 
Sin forged, and ignorance made fast, the cliain ; 
Thy lips have shed instruction as the dew. 
Taught me what path to shun, and what pursue ; 
Farewell my former joys ! I sigh no more 
For Africa's once loved, benighted shore ; 
Serving a benefactor, I am free ; 
At my best home, if not exiled from thee. 

Some men make gain a fountain, whence proceeds 
A stream of liberal and heroic deeds ; 
The swell of pity, not to be confined 
Within the scanty limits of the mind. 
Disdains the bank, and throws the golden sands, 
A rich deposit, on the bordering lands : 
These have an ear for his paternal call. 
Who makes some rich for the supply of all ; 
God's gift with. pleasure in his praise employ ; 
And Thornton is familiar with the joy. 

Oh could I worship aught beneath the skies 
That earth has seen, or fancy can devise, 
Thine altar, sacred Liberty, should stand, 
Built by no mercenary vulgar hand 
With fragrant turf^ and flowers as wild and fair 
As ever dress'd a bank, or scented summer air. 
Duly, as ever on the mountain's height 
The peep of morning shed a dawning light, 
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Again, when evening in her sober vest 

Drew the gray curtain of the &ding west, 

My soul should yield thee willing thanks and praise 

For the chief blessings o£ my fairest days : 

But that were sacrilege — ^praise is not thine. 

But his who gave thee, and preserves thee mine : 

Else I would say, and as I spake bid fly 

A captive bird into the boundless sky. 

This triple realm adores thee — ^thou art come 

From Sparta hither, and art here at home. 

We feel thy force still active, at this hour 

Enjoy immunity from priestly power, - 

While conscience, happier than in ancient years. 

Owns no superior but the God she fears. 

Propitious spirit I yet expunge a wrong 

Thy rights have suffer'd, and our land, too long. 

Teach mercy to ten thousand hearts, that share 

The fears and hopes of a commercial care. 

Prisons expect the wicked, and were built 

To bind the lawless, and to punish guilt ; 

But shipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and flood, 

Are mighty mischiefs, not to be withstood ; 

And honest merit stands on slippery ground, 

Where covert guile and artifice abound. 

Let just restraint, for public peace designed. 

Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind ; 

The foe of virtue has no claim to thee, 

But let insolvent innocence go free. 

Patron of else the most despised of men, 
Accept the tribute of a stranger's pen ; 
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Verse, like the laurel, its immortal meed, 
Should be the guerdon of a noble deed ; 
1 may alarm thee> but I fear the shame 
(Charity chosen as my theme and aim) 
I must incur, forgetting Howard's name. 
Blest with all wealth can give thee, to resign 
Joys doubly sweet to feelings quick as thine, 
To quit the bliss thy rural scenes bestow. 
To seek a nobler amidst scenes of woe. 
To traverse seas, range kingdoms, and bring home, 
Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 
But knowledge such as only dungeons teach. 
And only sjonpathy like thine could reach ; 
That grief, sequester*d from the public stage. 
Might smooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage ; 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal. 
The boldest patriot might be proud to feel. 
Oh that the voice of clamour and debate, 
That pleads for peace till it disturbs the state, 
Were hush'd in favour of thy generous plea. 
The poor thy clients, and Heaven's smile thy fee ! 

Philosophy, that does not dream or stray, 
Walks arm in arm with nature all his way ; 
Compasses earth, dives into it, ascends 
Whatever steep inquiry recommends. 
Sees planetary wonders smoothly roll 
Round other systems under her control. 
Drinks wisdom at the milky stream of light, 
That cheers the sDent journey of the night. 
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And brings at his return a bosom charged 

With rich instruction, and a soul enlarged. 

The treasured sweets of the capacious plan. 

That Heaven spreads wide before the view ot man 

All prompt his pleased pursuit, and to pursue 

Still prompt him, with a pleasure always new; 

He too has a connecting power, and draws 

Man to the centre of the common cause, 

Aiding a dubious and deficient sight 

With a new medium and a purer light. 

All truth is precious, if not all divine ; 

And what dilates the powers must needs refine. 

He reads the skies, and^ watching every change. 

Provides the faculties an ampler range ; 

And wins mankind, as his attempts prevail, 

A prouder station on the general scale. 

But reason still, unless divinely taught, 

Whatever she learns, learns nothing as she ought ; 

The lamp of revelation only shows, 

What human wisdom cannot but oppose. 

That man, in nature's richest mantle clad, 

And graced with all philosophy can add. 

Though fair without, and luminous within 

Is still the progeny and heir of sin. 

Thus taught, down falls the plumage of his pride ; 

He feels his need of an unerring guide, 

And knows that falling he shall rise no more, 

Unless the power that bade him "stand restore. 

This is indeed philosophy ; this known 

Makes wisdom, worthy of the name, his own ; 
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And without this, whatever he discuss ; 
Whether the space between the stars and us ; 
Whether he measure earth, compute the sea, 
Weigh sunbeams,- carve a fly, or spit a flea ; 
The solemn trifler with his boasted skill 
Toils much, and is a solenm trifler still : 
Blind was he bom, and his misguided eyes 
Grown dim in trifling studies, blind he dies. 
Self-knowledge truly leam'd of course implies 
The rich possession of a nobler prize ; 
For self to self^ and God to man, reveal'd, 
(Two themes to nature's eye for ever seal'd,) 
Are taught by rays, that fly with equal pace 
From the same centre of enlightening grace. 
Here stay thy foot ; how copious, and how clear^ 
The overflowing well of Charity springs here ! 
Hark I 'tis the music of a thousand rills. 
Some through the groves, some down the sloping hills, 
Winding a secret or an open course, 
And all supplied from an eternal source. 
The ties of nature do but feebly bind. 
And commerce partially reclaims, mankind ; 
Philosophy, without his heavenly guide. 
May blow up self-conceit, and nourish pride ; 
But, while his province is the reasoning part, 
Has still a veil of midnight on his heart : 
Tis truth divine, exhibited on earth. 
Gives Charity her being and her birth. 

Suppose (when thought is warm, and fancy flows. 
What will not argument sometimes suppose ?) 
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An isle possessed by creatures of our kind, 
Endued with reason, yet by nature blind* 
Let supposition lend her aid once more, 
And land some grave optician on the shdre : 
He claps his lens, if haply they may see, 
Close to the part where vision ought to be ; 
But finds that, though his tubes assist the sight, 
They cannot give it, or make darkness light. 
He reads wise lectures, and describes aloud 
A sense they know not to the wondering crowd ; 
He talks ofiight and the prismatic hues, 
As men of depth in erudition use ; 

But all he gains for his harangue is — ^Well, 

What monstrous lies some travellers will tell ! 
The soul, whose sight all-quickening grace re- 
news, 
Takes the resemblance of the good she views, 
As diamonds, stripped of their opaque disguise, 
Reflect the noonday glory of the skies. 
She speaks of liim, her author, guardian, friend, 
Whose love knew no beginning, knows no end. 
In language warm as all that love inspires ; 
And, in the glow of her intense desires. 
Pants to communicate her noble fires. 
She sees a world stark blind to what employs 
Her eager thought, and feeds her flowing joys ; 
Though wisdom hail them, heedless of her call, 
Flies to save some, and feels a pang for all : 
Herself as weak as her support is strong, 
She feels that frailty she denied so long ; 
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And, from a knowledge of her own disease, 
Learns to compassionate the sick she sees. 
Here see, acquitted of all vain pretence, 
The reign of genuine Charity commence. 
Though scorn repay her sjonpathetic tears. 
She still is kind, and still she perseveres ; 
The truth she loves a sightless world blaspheme, 
'Tis childish dotage, a delirious dream I 
The danger they discern not they deny ; 
Laugh at their only remedy, and die. 
But still a soul thus touch'd can never cease. 
Whoever threatens war, to speak of peace. 
Pure in her aim, and in her temper mild. 
Her wisdom seems the weakness of a child : 
She makes excuses where she might condemn, 
Reviled by those that hate her, prays for them ; 
Suspicion lurks not in her artless breast, 
The worst suggested, she believes the best ; 
Not soon provoked, however stung and teased. 
And, if perhaps made angry, soon appeased ; 
She rather waves than will dispute her right ; 
And, injured, makes forgiveness her delight. 

Such was the portrait an apostle drew. 
The bright original was one he knew ; 
Heaven held his hand, the likeness must be true. 

Wheii one, that holds communion with the skies. 
Has fill'd his urn where these pure waters rise, 
And once more mingles with us meaner things, 
'Tis e*en as if an angel shook his wings ; 
Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide, 
That tells us whence his treasures are supplied. 

VOL. VK L 
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So when a ship, well freighted with the stores 
The sun matures on India's spicy shores, 
Has dropp'd l^er ancjior, and her canvass furrd, 
In some safe haven of our western world, 
'Twere vain inquiry to what port she went, 
The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 

Some seek, when queasy conscience has its 
qualms, . 
To lull the painful malady with alms ; 
But charity not feign'd intends alone 
Another's good — ;theirs centres in their own ; 
And, too short-lived to reach the realms of peace, 
Must cease for ever when the poor shall cease. 
Flavia, most tender of her own good name, 
Is rather careless of her sister's fame : 
Her superfluity the poor su{^lies, 
But, if she touch a character, it dies. 
The seeming virtue weigh'd against the vice. 
She deems all safe, for she has paid the price : 
No charity but alms aught values she, 
Except in porcelain on her mantel-tree. 
How many deeds, with which the world has rung. 
From pride, in league with ignorance, have sprung I 
But God overrules all human follies still, 
And bends the tough materials to his will. 
A conflagration, or a wintry flood. 
Has lefl some hundreds without home or food ; 
Extravagance and avarice shall subscribe, 
While fame and self-complacence are the bribe. 
The brief proclaimed, it visits every pew. 
But first the squire's, a compliment but due : 
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With slow deliberation he tmties 
His glittering purse, that envy of all eyes ! 
And, while the clerk just puzzles out the psalm, 
Slides guinea behind guinea in his palm ; 
Till finding, what he might have found before, 
A smaller piece amidst the precious store, 
Pinch*d close between hi^ finger and his thumb. 
He half exhibits, and then drops the sum. 
Gold, to be sure !->-Throughout the town *tis told 
How the good squire gives never less than gold. 
From motives such as his, though not the best, 
Springs in due time supply for the distress'd ; 
Not less effectual than what love bestows. 
Except that office clips it as it goes. 

But lest I seem to sin against a friend, 
And wound the grace I mean to recommend, 
(Though vice derided with a just design 
Implies no trespass against love divine,) 
Once more I would adopt the graver style, 
A teacher should be sparing of his smile. 
Unless a love of virtue light the flame. 
Satire is, more than those he brands, to blame ; 
He hides behind a magisterial air 
His own offences, and strips others bare ; 
Affects indeed a most humane concern. 
That men, if gently tutor'd, will not learn ; 
That mulish folly, not to be reclaim*d 
By softer methods, must be made ashamed ; 
But (I might instance in St. Patrick's dean) 
Too often rails to gratify his spleen. 

l2 



14d CHARITY. 

MoBt satirists are indeed a public scourge; 
Their mildest physic is a farrier's purge ; 
Their acrid temper turns, as soon as stirr*d, 
The milk of their good purpose all to curd. 
Their zeal begotten, as their works rehearse, 
By lean despair upon an empty purse, 
The wild assassins start into the street, 
Prepared to poniard whomsoever they meet. 
No skill in swordmanship, however just, 
Can be secure against a madman's thrust ; 
And even virtue, so unfairly match'd, 
Although immortal, may be prick'd or scratched. 
When scandal has new minted an old lie, 
Or tax'd invention for a fresh supply, 
Tis caird a satire, and the world appears 
Gathering around it with erected ears : 
A thousand names are toss'd into the crowd ; 
Some whisper'd soflly, and some twang'd aloud ; 
Just as the sapience of an author's brain 
Suggests it s^e or dangerous to be plain. 
Strange I how the frequent interjected dash 
Quickens a market, and helps off the trash ; 
The important letters, that include the rest. 
Serve as a key to those that are suppress'd; 
Conjecture gripes the victims in his paw. 
The world is charm'd, and Scrib escapes the. law. 
So, when the cold damp shades of night prevail^ 
Worms may be caught by either head or tail ; 
Forcibly drawn from many a close recess, 
They meet with little pity, no redress ; 
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Plunged in the stream, they lodge upon the mud, 
Food for the famish'd rovers of the flood. 

All zeal for a reform, that gives offence 
To peace and charity, is mere pretence : 
A bold remark ; but which, if well applied, 
Would humble many a towering poet's pride. 
Perhaps the man was in a sportive fit. 
And had no other play-place for his wit ; 
Perhaps, enchanted with the love of fame. 
He sought the jewel in his neighbour's shame ; 
Perhaps — whatever end he might pursue. 
The cause of virtue could not be his view. 
At every stroke wit flashes in our eyes ; 
The turns are quick, the polish'd points surprise. 
But shine with cruel and tremendous charms, 
That, while they please, possess us with alarms ; 
So have I seen, (and hasten'd to the sight 
On all the wings of holiday delight,) 
Where stands that monument of ancient power, 
Named with emphatic dignity, the Tower, 
Guns, halberts, swords, and pistols, great and small. 
In starry forms disposed upon the wall : 
We wonder, as we gazing stand below. 
That brass and steel should make so fine a show ; 
But, though we praise the exact designer's skill, 
Account them implements of mischief still. 

No works shall find acceptance in that day, 
When all disguises shall be rent away, 
That square not truly with the scripture plan. 
Nor spring from love to God, or love to man. 
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As he ordains things sordid in' their birtiii 
To be resolved into their parent earth ; 
And, though the soul shall seek superior orbs, 
Whatever this world produces, it absorbs j 
So self starts nothing, but what tends apace 
Home to the goal, where it began the race. 
Such as our motive is our aim must be ; 
If this be servile, that can ne'er be free : 
If self employ us, whatsoe'er is wrought, 
We glorify that self, not him we ought ; 
Such virtues had need prove their own reward, 
. The Judge of all men owes them no regard. 
True Charity, a plant divinely nursed, 
Fed by the love from which it rose at first, ' ' 

Thrives against hope, and, in the rudest scenes ' 
Stormsr but enliven its unfading green ; • 

Exuberant is the shadow it supplies, - ^ 

Its fruit on earth,^ its growth above the skies. 
To look at Him, who form'd us and redeem*d,' 
So glorious now, though once so disesteem'd ; 
To see a God stretch forth his human hand, = ' 
To uphold the boundless scenes of his command \ 
To recollect that, in a form like ours. 
He bruised beneath his feet the infernal powers, ' 
Captivity led captive, rose to claim 
The wreath he won so dearly 'in our name ; 
That, throned above all height, he condescends 
To call the few that trust' in hiih his friignds ; ' * 
That, in the heaven (^heavens, 'that space he deems 
Too scanty for the exertion of his beams, ' "^ 
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And shines, as if impatient to bestow 
Life and a kingdom upon worms below ; 
That sight imparts a never-dying flame, 
Though feeble in degree, in kind the same. 
Like him the soul, thus kindled from above, 
Spreads wide her arms of universal love ; 
And, still enlarged as she receives the grace. 
Includes creation in her close embrace. 
Behold a Christian I — and without the fires 
The founder of that name alone inspires. 
Though all accomplishment, all knowledge meet, 
To make the shining prodigy complete, 
Whoever boasts that name — ^behold a cheat I 
Were love, in these the world's last doting years. 
As frequent as the want of it appears. 
The churches warm'd, they would no longer hold 
Such frozen figures, stiff as they are cold ; 
Relenting forms would lose their power, or cease ; 
And e'en the dipp'd and sprinkled live in peace : 
Each heart would quit its prison in the breast. 
And flow in free commimion with the rest. 
The statesman, skilled in projects dark and deep, 
Might burn his useless Machiavel, and sleep ; 
His budget, often fill'd, yet always poor. 
Might swing at ease behind his study door. 
No longer prey upon our annual rents. 
Or scare the nation with its big contents : 
Disbanded legions freely might depart. 
And slaying man would cease to be an art. 
No learned disputants would take the field. 
Sure not to conquer, and sure not to yield ; 
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Both sides deceived, if rightly understood, 

Pelting each other for the public good 

Did Charity prevail, the press would prove 

A vehicle of virtue, truth, and love ; 

And I might spare myself the pains to show 

What few can learn, and all suppose they know. 

Thus have I sought to grace a serious lay 

With many a wild, indeed, but flowery spray, 

In hopes to gain, what else I must have lost. 

The attention pleasure has so much engross'd. 

But if unhappily deceived I dream. 

And prove too weak for so divine a theme. 

Let Charity forgive me a mistake, 

That zeal, not vanity, has chanced to make, 

And spare the poet for his subject's sake. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

In conversation much depends on culture — Its results fre- 
quently insignificant — Indecent language and oaths repro- 
bated — The author's dislike of the clash of arguments — The 
noisy wrangler — Dubius an example of indecision — The posi- 
tive pronounce without hesitation — The point of honour con- 
demned-^Duelling with fists instead of weapons proposed — 
Effect of long Tales — The retailer of prodigies and lies- 
Qualities of a judicious tal^— Smoking condemned — The 
emphatic speaker — The perfumed beau — The grave coxcomb 
— Sickness made a topic of conversation — Picture of a fretful 
temper-^The bashful speaker — An English company — The 
sportsman — Influence of fashion on conversation — Converse of 
the two disciples going to Kmmaus —Delights of religious 
conversation — Age mellows the speech — True piety often 
branded as fanatic frenzy — Pleasure of communion with the 
good — Conversation should be unconstrained — Persons who 
make the Bible their companion, charged with h3rpocri8y by 
the world — The charge repelled — The poet sarcastically sur- 
mises that his {^ensure of the world may proceed from igno- 
rance of its reformed manners — An apology for digression-*- 
Religion purifies and enriches conversation. 
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Nam neque me tantum renientis sibUus aastri, 
Nee percussa juvant fluctfi tarn litora, nee qnae 
Saxosas inter decorrunt flumina ralles. 

VIBO. ECL. ▼. 

Though nature weigh our talents, and dispense 

To every man his modicum of sense, 

And Conversation in its better part 

May be esteem'd a gift, and not an art, 

Yet much depends, as in the tiller's toil, 

On culture, and the sowing of the soil. 

Words leam'd by rote a parrot may rehearse. 

But talking is not always to converse ; 

Not more distinct from harmony divine. 

The constant creaking of a country sign. 

As alphabets in ivory employ, 

-Hour after hour, the yet unlettered boy. 

Sorting and puzzling with a deal of glee 

Those seeds of science call'd his i. b c ; 

So language in the mouths of the adult. 

Witness its insignificant result, 

Too often proves an implement of play, 

A toy to sport with, and pass time away. 

Collect at evening what the day brought forth. 

Compress the sum into its solid worth, 
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And if it weigh the importance of a fly. 

The scales are false, or algebra a lie. 

Sacred interpreter of human thought, 

How few respect or use thee as they ought ! 

But all shall give account of every wrong. 

Who dare dishonour or defile the tongue ; 

Who prostitute it in the cause of vice, 

Or sell their glory at a market-price ; 

Who vote for hire, or point it with lampoon. 

The dear-bought placeman, and the cheap buffoon. 

There is a prurience in the speech of some, 
Wrath stays him, or else God would strike then* 

dumb: 
His wise forbearance has their end in view, 
They fill their measure, and receive their due. 
The heathen lawgivers of ancient days. 
Names almost worthy of a Christian's praise. 
Would drive them forth from the resort of men, 
And shut up every satyr in his den. 
Oh come not ye near innocence and truth. 
Ye worms that eat into the bud of youth I 
Infectious as impure, your blighting power 
Taints in its rudiments the promised flower ; 
Its odour perish'd and its charming hue. 
Thenceforth 'tis hateful, for it smells of you. 
Not e'en the vigorous and headlong rage 
Of adolescence, or a firmer age, 
Affords a plea allowable or just 
For making speech the pamperer of lust; 
But when the breath of age commits the fault, 
'Tu nauseous as the vapour of a vault. 
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So withered stumps disgrace the sjlvan scene. 
No longer fruitful, and no longer green ; 
The sapless wood, divested of the bark, 
Grows fungous, and takes fire at every spark. 

Oaths terminate, as Paul observes, all strife — 
Some men have surely then a peaceful life I 
Whatever subject occupy discourse. 
The feats of Vestris, or the naval force, 
Asseveration blustering in your face 
Makes contradiction such a hopeless case : 
In every tale they tell, or false or true. 
Well known, or such as no man ever knew. 
They fix attention, heedless of your pain. 
With oaths like rivets forced into the brain ; 
And e'en when sober truth prevails throughout, 
They swear it, till affirmance breeds a doubt. 
A Persian, humble servant of the sun, 
Who, though devout, yet bigotry had none. 
Hearing a lawyer, grave in his address, 
With adjurations every word impress. 
Supposed the man a bishop, or at least, 
God's name so much upon his lips, a priest ; 
Bow'd at the close with all his graceful airs, 
And begg'd an interest in. his frequent prayers. 

Go, quit the rank to which ye stood preferred, 
Henceforth associate in one common herd ; 
Religion, virtue, reason, conunon sense. 
Pronounce your human form a false pretence : 
A mere disguise, in which a devil lurks. 
Who yet betrays his secret by his works. 
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Ye powers who rule the tongue, if such there are, 
And make colloquial happiness your care» 
Preserve me from the thing I dread and hate, 
A duel in the form of a debate. 
The clash of arguments and jar of words, 
Worse than the mortal brunt of rival' swords, 
Decide no question with their tedious length, 
For opposition gives opinion strength, 
Divert the champions prodigal of breath, 
And put the peaceably disposed to death. 

thwart me not. Sir Soph, at every turn. 
Nor carp at every flaw you may discern ; 
Though syllogisms hang not cm my tongue, 

1 am not surely always, in the wrong ; 
'Tis hard if all is false that I advances 

A fool must now and then be right by chance» 

Not that all freedom of dissent I blame ; 

No — there I grant the privilege I claim. 

A disputable point is no man's ground ; 

Rove where you please, 'tis common all around. 

Discourse may want an animated — No, 

To brush the surface, and to make it flow ; 

But still remember, if you mean to please, 

To press your point with modesty and ease. 

The mark, at which my juster aim I take, 

Is contradiction for its own dear sake. 

Set your opinion at whatever pitch, 

Knots and impediments make something hitch ; 

Adopt his own, 'tis equally in vain, 

Your thread of argument is snapp'd again ; 
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The wrangler, rather than accord with you, 
Will judge himself decerred, and prove it too. 
Vociferated Ic^ic kills me quite, 
A noisy man is always in the right, 
I twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair, 
Fix on the wainscot a distressful stare. 
And, when I hope his blunders are all out. 
Reply discreetly — To be sure — ^no doubt I 

DuBius is such a scrupulous good man — 
Yes— you may catch him tripping, if you can. 
He would not, with a peremptory tone. 
Assert the nose upon his face his own ; 
With hesitation admirably slow, 
He humbly hopes — ^presumes — it may be so. 
His evidence, if he were call'd by law 
To swear to som^ enormity he saw. 
For want of prominence and just relief. 
Would hang an honest man and save a thief. 
Through constant dread of giving truth ofience, 
He ties up all his hearers in suspense ; 
Knows what he knows as if he knew it not ; 
What he remembers seems to have forgot ; 
His sole opinion, whatsoe'er befall. 
Centring at last in having none at all. 
Yet, though he tease and balk your listening ear. 
He makes one useful point exceeding dear ; 
Howe'er ingenious on his darling theme 
A sceptic in philosophy may seem. 
Reduced to practice, his beloved rule 
Would only prove him a consummate fool ; 
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Useless in him alike both brain and speech, 
Fate having placed all truth above his reach, 
His ambiguities his total sum, 
He might as well be blind, and deaf, and dumb. 

Where men of judgment creep and feel their way, 
The positive pronounce without dismay ; 
Their want of light and intellect supplied 
By sparks absurdity strikes out of pride. 
Without the means of knowing right from wrong, 
They always are decisive, clear, and strong. 
Where others toil with philosophic force. 
Their nimble nonsense takes a shorter course ; 
Flings at your head conviction in the lump, 
And gains remote conclusions at a jump : 
Their own defect, invisible to them, 
Seen in another, they at once condemn ; 
And, though self-idolised in every case, 
Hate their own likeness in a brother's face. 
The cause is plain, and not to be denied. 
The proud are always most provoked by pride. 
Few competitions but engender spite ; 
And those the most, where neither has a right. 

The point of honour has been deem'd of use. 
To teach good manners, and to curb abuse : 
Admit it true, the consequence is clear, 
Our polish'd manners are a mask we wear. 
And at the bottom barbarous still and rude ; 
We are restrained indeed, but not subdued. 
The very remedy, however sure. 
Springs from the mischief it intends to cure, 
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And savage in its principle appears. 

Tried, as it should be, by the fruit it bears. 

Tis hard, indeed, if nothing will defend 

Mankind from quarrels but their fatal end ; 

That now and then a hero must decease, 

That the surviving world may live in peace. 

Perhaps at last close scrutiny may show 

The practice dastardly, and mean, and low ; 

That men engage in it compelled by force ; 

And fear, not courage, is its proper source. 

The fear of tyrant custom, and the fear 

Lest fops should censure us, and fools should sneer. 

At least to trample on our Maker's laws. 

And hazard life for any or no cause. 

To rush into a fix'd eternal state 

Out of the very flames of rage and hate, 

Or send another shivering to the bar 

With all the guilt of such unnatural war. 

Whatever use may urge, or honour plead, 

On reason's verdict is a madman's deed. 

Am I to set my life upon a throw. 

Because a bear is rude and surly ? No — 

A moral, sensible, and well-bred man 

Will not affront me, and no other can. 

Were I empowered to regulate the lists, 

They should encounter with well loaded fists ; 

A Trojan combat would be something new, 

Let Dares beat Entellus black and bliie ; 

Then each might show, to his admiring friends. 

In honourable bumps his rich amends, 

VOL. VI. M 
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And carry, in contusions of his skull, 
A satisfactory receipt in full. 

A story, in which ^native humour reigns, 
Is often useful, always entertains : 
A graver fact, enlisted on your side. 
May furnish illustration, well applied ; 
But sedentary weavers of long tales 
Give me the fidgets, and my patience fails. 
*Tis the most asinine employ on earth, 
To hear them tell of parentage and birth, 
And echo conversations, dull and dry, 
Embellished with — He said, — and. So said I. 
At every interview their route the same, 
The repetition makes attention lame : 
We bustle up with unsuccessful speed, 
And in the saddest part cry — Droll indeed ! 
The path of narrative with care pursue. 
Still making probability your clue ; 
On all the vestiges of truth attend. 
And let them guide you to a decent end. 
Of all ambitious man may entertain, 
The worst that can invade a sickly brain. 
Is that which angles hourly for surprise. 
And baits its hook with prodigies and lies. 
Credulous infancy, or age as weak, 
Are fittest auditors for such to seek. 
Who to please others will themselves disgrace, 
Yet please not, but afiront you to your face. 
A great retailer of this curious ware. 
Having unloaded and made many stare, 
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Can this be true ? — an arch observer cries ; 
Yes, (rather moved,) I saw it with these eyes I 
Sir I I believe it on that ground alone ; 
I could not, had I seen it with my own. 

A tale should be judicious, clear, succinct ; 
The language plain, and incidents well linked ; 
Tell not as new what every body knows, 
And, new or old, Btill hasten to a close ; 
There, centring in a focus round and neat, 
Let all your rays of information meet. 
What neither yields us profit nor delight 
Is like a nurse's lullaby at night ; 
Guy Earl of Warwick and fair Eleanore, 
Or giant-killing Jack, would please me more. 

The pipe, with solemn interposing puff. 
Makes half a sentence at a time enough ; 
The dozing sages drop the drowsy strain. 
Then pause, and puff — and speak, and pause again. 
Such often, like the tube they so admire, 
Important triflers I have more smoke than fire. 
Pernicious weed I whose scent the fair annoys, 
Unfriendly to society's chief joys, 
Thy worst effect is banishing for hours 
The sex whose presence civilizes ours ; 
Thou art indeed the drug a gardener wants 
To poison vermin that infest his plants ; 
But are we so to wit and beauty blind, 
As to despise the glory of our kind. 
And show the softest minds and fairest forms 
As little mercy as he grubs and worms ? 

M 2 
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They dare not wait the riotous abuse 
Thy thirst-creating steams at length produce. 
When wine has given indecent language birth, 
And forced the floodgates of licentious mirth ; 
For seaborn Venus her attachment shows 
Still to that element from which she rose, 
And, with a quiet which no fumes disturb, 
Sips meek infusions of a milder herb. 

The emphatic speaker dearly loves to oppose, 
In contact inconvenient, nose to nose. 
As if the gnomon on his neighbour's phiz, 
Touch'd with the magnet, had attr^ted his* 
His whisper 'd theme, dilated and at large, 
Proves afiter all a wind-gun's airy charge. 
An extract of his diary---*fio more, 
A tasteless journal of the day before. 
He walk*d abroad, o'ertaken in the rain, 
Call*d on a friend, drank tea, stepp'd home again. 
Resumed his purpose, had a world of talk 
With one. he stumbled on, and lost his walk. 
I interrupt him with a sudden bow. 
Adieu, dear Sir I lest you should lose it now. 

I cannot talk with civet in the room, 
A fine puss gentleman that's all perfume ; 
The sight's enough-- no need to smell a beau-^ 
Who thrusts his head into a raree-show ? 
His odoriferous attempts to please 
Perhaps might prosper with a swarm of bees ; 
But we that make no honey, though we sting, 
Poets, are sometimes apt to maul the thing. 
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'Tis wrong to bring into a mixed resort. 
What makes some sick, and others a«^b«fnor<; 
An argument of cogence, we may say, 
Why such a one should keep himself away. 

A graver coxcomb we may sometimes see^ 
Quite as absurd, though not so light as he : 
A shallow brain behind a serious mask, 
An oracle within an empty cask. 
The solemn fop ; significant and budge ; 
A fool with judges, amongst fools a judge. 
He says but little, and that little said 
Owes all its weight, like loaded dice, to lead. 
His wit invites you by his looks to come. 
But when you knock it never is at home : 
'Tis like a parcel sent you by the stage. 
Some handsome present, as your hopes presage ; 
Tis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove 
An absent friend's fidelity and love. 
But when unpacked your disappointment groans 
To find it stuff 'd with brickbats, earth, and stones. 

Some men employ their health, an ugly trick, 
In making known how oft they have been sick. 
And give us, in recitals of disease, 
A doctor's trouble, but without the fees ; 
Relate how many weeks they kept their bed. 
How an emetic or cathartic sped ; 
Nothing is slightly touch'd, much less forgot, 
Nose, ears, and eyes seem present on the spot. 
Now the distemper, spite g£ draught or piD, 
Victorious seem'd, and now the doctor's skill 
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And now — alas, for unforeseen mishaps ! 
They put on a damp nightcap and relapse ; 
They thought they must have died, they were so bad ; 
Their peevish hearers almost wish they had. 

Some fretful tempers wince at every touch, 
You always do too little or too much : 
You speak with life, in hopes to entertain. 
Your elevated voice goes through the brain ; 
You fall at once into a lower key, 
That's worse — the drone-pipe of an bumblebee. 
The southern sash admits too strong a light, 
You rise and drop the curtain — now 'tis night 
He shakes with cold — ^you stir the fire and strive 
To make a blaze — that's roasting him alive. 
Serve him with venison, and he chooses fish ; 
With sole — that's just the sort he would not wish. 
He takes what he at first profess'd to loathe, 
And in due time feeds heartily on both ; 
Yet still, o'erclouded with a constant frown, 
He does not swallow, but he gulps it down. 
Your hope to please him vain on every plan. 
Himself should work that wonder, if he can — 
Alas ! his efforts double his distress. 
He likes yours little, and his own still less. 
Thus always teasing others, always teased, 
His only pleasure is to be displeased. 

I pity bashful men, who feel the pain 
Of fancied scorn and undeserved disdain. 
And bear the marks upon a blushing face 
Of needless shame and self-imposed disgrace. 
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Our sensibilities are so acute, 

The fear of being silent makes us mute. 

We sometimes think we could a speech produce 

Much to tile purpose, if our tongues were loose ; 

But, being tried, it dies upon the lip, 

Faint as a chicken's note that has the pip : 

Our wasted oil unprofitably bums. 

Like hidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 

Few Frenchmen of this evil have complain'd ; 

It seems as if we Britons were ordain'd, 

By way a£ wholesome curb upon our pride. 

To fear each other, fearing none beside. 

The cause perhaps inquiry may descry, 

Self-searching with an .introverted eye, 

Concealed within an unsuspected part 

The vamest comer of our own vain heart : 

For ever aiming at the world's esteem. 

Our self-importance ruins its own scheme ; 

In other eyes our talents rarely shown. 

Become at length so splendid in our own. 

We dare not risk them into public view. 

Lest they miscarry of what seems their due. 

True modesty is a disceming grace. 

And only blushes in the proper place ; 

But counterfeit is blind, and skulks through fear, 

Where 'tis a shame to be ashamed to appear : 

Humility the purent of the first. 

The last by vanity produced and nursed. 

The circle form'd, we sit in silent state, 

Like figures drawn upon a dial-plate ; 
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Yes, ma'am, and No, ma'am, utter'd softly, show 
Every five minutes how the minutes go ; 
Each individual, suffering a constraint 
Poetry may, but colours cannot, paint ; 
And, if in close committee on the sky. 
Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry ; 
And finds a changing clime ^ happy source 
Of wise reflection and well-timed discourse. 
We next inquire, but softly and by stealth. 
Like conservators of the public health, 
Of epidemic throats, if such there are, 
And coughs, and rheums, and phthisic, and catarrh. 
That theme exhausted, a wide chasm ensues, 
Fill'd up at last with interesting news, 
Who danced with whom, and who are like to wed, 
And who is hang*d, and who is brought *to bed : 
But fear to call a more important cause, 
As if 'twere treason against English laws. 
The visit paid, with ecstasy we come, 
As from a seven years' transportation, home. 
And there resume an unembarrass'd brow, 
Recovering what we lost, we know not how. 
The faculties that seem'd reduced to nought, 
Expression and the privilege of thought. * 
The reeking, roaring hero, of the chase, 
I give him over as a desperate case. 
Physicians write in hopes to work a cure. 
Never, if honest ones, when death is sure ; 
And though the fox he follows may be tamed, 
A mere fox-follower never is reclaimed. 
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Some farrier should prescribe his proper course, 
Whose only fit companion is his horse, 
Or if, deserving of a better doom, 
The noble beast judge otherwise, his groom. 
Yet e'en the rogue that serves him, though he stand 
To take his honour's orders, cap in hand, 
Prefers his fellow-grooms with much good sense, 
Their skill a truth, his master's a pretence. 
If neither horse nor groom affect the 'squire. 
Where can at last his jockeyship retire ? 
Oh, to the club, the scene of savage joys, 
The school of coarse good fellowship and noise ; 
There, in the sweet society of those 
Whose friendship from his boyish years he chose, 
Let him improve his talent if he can. 
Till none but beasts acknowledge him a man. 
Man's heart had been impenetrably seal'd, 
Like theirs that cleave the flood or graze the field. 
Had not his Maker's all-bestowing hand 
Given him a soul, and bade him understand ; 
The reasoning power vouchsafed, of course inferr'd 
The power to clothe that reason with his word ; 
For all is perfect that God work^ on earth, 
And he that gives conception aids the birth. 
If this be plain, 'tis plainly understood, 
What uses of his boon the giver would. 
The mind, despatch'd upon her busy toil. 
Should range where Providence has bless'd the soil ; 
Visiting every flower with labour meet. 
And gathering all her treasures sweet by sweet. 



170 CONVERgATION. 

She should imbue the tongue with what she sips, 

And shed the balmy blessing on ,the lips, 

That good difiused may more abundant grow, 

And speech may praise the power that bids it flow. 

Will the sweet warbler of the livelong night, 

That' fills the listening lover with delight, 

Forget his harmony, with rapture heard. 

To learn the twittering of a meaner bird ? 

Or make the parrot's mimicry his choice, 

That odious libel on a human voice ? 

No — ^nature, unsophisticate by man, 

Starts not aside from her Creator's plah ; 

The melody, that was at first designed 

To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind, 

Is note for note deliver'd in our ears. 

In the last scene of her six thousand years. 

Yet Fashion, leader of a chattering train. 

Whom man, for his own hurt, permits to reign. 

Who shifls and changes all things but his shape. 

And would degrade her votary to an ape, 

The fruitful parent of abuse and wrong, x 

Holds a usurp'd dominion o'er his tongue ; 

There sits and prompts him with his own disgrace, 

Prescribes the theme, the tone, and the grimace, 

And, when accomplished in her wayward school, 

Calls gentleman whom she has made a fool. 

'Tis an unalterable fix'd decree. 

That none could frame or ratify but she, 

That heaven and hell, and righteousness and sin, 

Snares in his path, and foes that lurk within. 
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God and his attributes, (a field of day 
Where 'tis an angel's happiness to stray,) 
Fruits of his love and wonders of his might, 
Be never named in ears esteem'd polite ; 
That he who dares, when she forbids, be grave, 
Shall stand proscribed, a madman or a knave, 
A close designer not to be believed. 
Or, if excused that charge, at least deceived. 
Oh folly worthy of the nurse's lap, 
Give it the breast, or stop its mouth with pap ! 
Is it incredible, or can it seem 
A dream to any except those that dream. 
That man should love his Maker, and that fire. 
Warming his heart, should at his lips transpire ? 
Know then, and modestly let fall your eyes. 
And veil your daring crest that braves the skies ; 
That air of insolence afironts your God, 
You need his pardon, and provoke his rod : 
Now, in a posture that becomes you more 
Than that heroic strut assumed before, 
Know, your arrears with every hour accrue 
For mercy shown, while wrath is justly due. 
The time is short, and there are souls on earth. 
Though future pain may serve for present mirth, 
Acquainted with the woes that fear or shame. 
By fashion taught, forbade them once to name, 
And, having felt the pangs you deem a jest, 
Have proved them truths too big to be express'd. 
Go seek on revelation's hallow'd ground. 
Sure to succeed, the remedy they found ; 
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Touched by that power that you have dared to 

mock, 
That makes seas stable, and dissolves the rock. 
Your heart shall yield a life-renewing stream, 
That fo6ls, as you have done, shall call a dream. 

It happen'd on a solemn eventide, 
Soon afler .He that was our surety died. 
Two bosom friends, each pensively inclined. 
The scene of all those soitows left behind. 
Sought their own village, busied as they went 
In musings worthy of the great event : 
They spake of him they loved, of him whose life, ' 
Though blameless, had incurr'd perpetual strife. 
Whose deeds had left, in spite of hostile arts, 
A deep memorial graven on their hearts. 
The recollection, like a vein of ore. 
The farther traced, enrich'd them still the more ; 
They thought him, and they justly thought him, one 
Sent to do more than he appeared to have done ; 
To exalt a people, and to place them high 
Above all else, and wonder'd he should die. 
Ere yet they brought their journey to an end, 
A stranger join'd them, courteous as a friend. 
And ask'd them, with a kind engaging air. 
What their affliction was, and begg'd a share. 
Informed, he gathered up the broken thread. 
And, truth and wisdom gracing all he said. 
Explained, illustrated, and searched so well 
The tender theme on which they chose to dwell, 
That, reaching home, the night, they said, is near. 
We must not now be parted, sojourn here — 
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The new acquaintance soon became a guest, 
And made so welcome at their simple feast, 
He bless'd the bread, but vanished at the word, 
And lefl them both exclaiming, Twas the Lord ! 
Did not our hearts feel all he deign'd to say. 
Did they not bum within us by the way ? 

Now theirs was converse, such as it behoves 
Man to maintain, and such as God approves : 
Their views indeed were indistinct and dim. 
But yet successful, being aim'd at him. 
Christ and his character their only scope. 
Their object, and their subject, and their hope. 
They felt what it became them much to feel. 
And, wanting him to loose the sacred seal. 
Found him as prompt, as their desire was true. 
To spread the new-born glories in their view. 
Well — what are ages and the lapse of time 
Match'd against truths, as lasting as sublime ? 
Can length of years on God himself exact ? 
Or make that fiction which was once a fact ? 
No — ^marble and recording brass decay. 
And, like the graver's memory, pass away ; 
The works of man inherit, as is just. 
Their author's frailty, and return to dust : 
But truth divine for ever stands secure. 
Its head is guarded as its base is sure ; 
Fix'd in the rolling flood of endless years. 
The pillar of the eternal plan appears. 
The raving storm and dashing wave defies, 
Built by that architect who built the skies. 
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Hearts may be found, that harbour at this hour 

That love of Christ, and all its quickening power ; 

And lips unstain'd by folly or by strife, 

Whose wisdom, drawn from the deep well of life, 

Tastes of its healthful origin, and flows 

A Jordan for the ablution of our woes. 

O days of heaven, and nights of equal praise. 

Serene and peaceful as those heavenly days. 

When souls drawn upwards in communion sweet 

Enjoy the stillness of some close retreat. 

Discourse, as if released and safe at home. 

Of dangers past, and wonders yet to come. 

And spread the sacred treasures of the breast 

Upon the lap of covenanted rest J. 

What, always dreaming over heavenly things, 
Like angel-heads in stone with pigeon-wings ? 
Canting and whining out all day the word, 
And half the night ? fanatic and absurd I 
Mine be the friend less frequent in his prayers. 
Who makes no bustle with his soufs affairs, 
Whose wit can brighten up a wintry day. 
And chase the splenetic dull hours away ; 
Content on earth in earthly things to shine^ 
Who waits for heaven ere he becomes divine. 
Leaves saints to enjoy those altitudes they teach, 
And plucks the fruit placed more within his reach. 

Well spoken, advocate of sin and shame, 
Known by thy bleating, Ignorance thy name. 
Is sparkling wit the world's exclusive riglit ? 
The fix'd fee-simple of the vain and light ? 
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Can hopes of heaven, bright prospects of an hour, 

That come to wafl us out of sorrow's power, 

Obscure or quench a faculty that finds 

Its happiest soil in the serenest minds? 

fieligion curbs indeed its wanton play. 

And brings the trifler under rigorous sway. 

But gives it usefulness unknown before, 

And purifying, makes it shine the more. 

A christian's wit is inoffensive light, 

A beam that aids, but never grieves the sight ; 

Vigorous in age as in the flush of youth ; 

'Tis always active on the side of truth ; 

Temperance and peace insure its healthful state, 

And make it brightest at its latest date. 

Oh I have seen (nor hope perhaps in vain, 

Ere lif6 go down, to see such sights again) 

A veteran warrior in the christian field. 

Who never saw the sword he could not wield ; 

Grave without dulness, learned without pride. 

Exact, yet not precise, though meek, keen-eyed; 

A man that would have foil'd at their own play 

A dozen would-be's of the modem day ; 

Wlio, when occasion justified its u$e. 

Had wit as bright as ready to produce, 

Could fetch from records of an earlier age, 

Or from philosoph^s enlightened page. 

His rich materials, and* regale your ear 

With strains it was a privilege to hear : 

Yet above all his luxury supreme. 

And his chief glory, was the gospel theme ; 
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There he wta copious as old Greece or Rome, 
His happy ek>quence seem'd there at home, 
Ambitious not to shine or to excel, 
But to treat justly what he loved so well. 

It moves me more perhaps than folly ought, 
When some green heads, as void of wit as though^i 
Suppose themselves monopolists of sense, 
And wiser men's ability pretence. 
Though time will wear us, and we must grow oM, 
Such men are not forgot as soon as cold, 
Their fragrant memory will outlast their tomb, 
Embalm a for ever in its own perfume. 
And to say truth, though in its early prime, 
And when unstain'd with any grosser crime, 
Youth has a sprightliness and fire to boast, 
That in the valley of decline are lost. 
And virtue with peculiar charms appears, 
Crown*d with the garland of life's blooming years ; 
Yet age, by long experience well informed. 
Well read, well tempered, with religion wann'd,'' ' 
That fire abated which impels rash youth. 
Proud of his speed, to overshoot the truth. 
As time improves the grape's authentic juice. 
Mellows and makes the speech more fit for use,' 
And claims a reverence in its shortening day. 
That 'tis an honour and a joy to pay. 
The fruits of age, less fair, are yet more sound, 
Than those a brighter season pours around; ' "' 
And, like the stores autumnal suns mature, ' * 
Through wintry rigours untmpaif 'd endure; 
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What is fanatic frenzy, scom'd so much, 
And dreaded more than a contagious touch ? 
I grant it dangerous, and approve your fear. 
That fire is catching, if you draw too near ; 
But sage observers oft mistake tlie flames ^ 

And give true piety that odious name. 
To tremble (as the creature of an hour 
Ought at the view of an almighty power) 
Before his presence, at whose awfid throne 
All tremble in all worlds, except our own, 
To supplicate his mercy, love his ways. 
And prize them above pleasure, wealth, or praise. 
Though common sense, allowed a casting voice. 
And free from bias, must approve the choice. 
Convicts a man fanatic in the extreme. 
And wild as madness in the world's esteem. 
But that disease, when soberly defined. 
Is the false fire of an overheated mind ; 
It views the truth with a distorted eye. 
And either warps or lays it useless by ; 
'Tis narrow, selfish, arrogant, and draws 
Its sordid nourishment from man's applause ; 
And, while at heart sin unrelinquished lies. 
Presumes itself chief favourite of the skies. 
'Tis such a light as putrefaction breeds 
In fly-blown flesh, whereon the maggot feeds, 
Shines in the dark, but, usher'd into day. 
The stench remains, the lustre dies away. 

True bliss, if man may reach it, is composed 
Of hearts in union, mutually disclosed ; 

VOL. VI. N 



And, farewell ^lae iiUhope <of pivp 49ligl^ , 

Those hearts should be reclaim'dy renew'dr ufurighi. 

Bad mep^ pro&nmg friendship's haliow'd o^mi^y . 

Form, in ita atead, a covenant of shame, . 

A dark confederacy against the laws • 

Of virtue, and religion's glorious cause : 

They build each other up with dreadful skill, r 

As bastions set point-Uank against God's will; t 

Enlarge and fortify the dread redoubt, 

Deeply resolved to shut a Saviour out ; • f 

Call legions up from hell to back the deed ; • , /y 

And, cursed with conquest, finally succeed. ,,. ' 

But souls, that carry on a blest exchange , -> , . ■■ 

Of joys they meet with in their heavenly, caqgeyt ^ \ 

And with a fearless confidence make known ; ., . ' 

The sonrows sympathy esteems its own, i ■ 

Daily derive increasing light and force , , , tci-; f 
From such communion in their pleasant .ofmr/^^vtii ^ 
Feel less the journey's roughness and Us lengthy ^ /' 
Meet their opposers with united strength, . . . / 
And, one in heart, in interest, and design,' / 

Gird iq> each other to the race divine. 

But Conversation, dioose what theme we ;nay,> / 
And chiefly wtien religion leads the way^ , , , ^ 

Should flow, like waters after summer showers* y« 
Not as if ra»ed by mere mechanic powers. 
The Christian, in whose soid, though now distress'ii^ 
Lives the dear thought of joys he once posge^'d^ 
When all his glowing language issued- forth 
With God's deep stamp upenitseurrf^t wovth,/^^ 
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Will speak without disguise, and must impart^ 
Sad as it is, his undissembling heart, 
Abhors cx)xi8traint, and dares not feign a zeal, 
Or seem to boast a fire, he does not feel 
The song of Sion is a tasteless thing. 
Unless, when rising on a joyful wing. 
The soqI can mix with the celestial bands, 
And give the strain the compass it demands. 

Strange tidings these to tell a world, who treat 
All but their own experience as deceit I 
Will they believe, though credulous «iou^ 
To swallow much upon much weaker proof, 
That there are blest inhabitants of earth, 
Partakers of a new ethereal birth. 
Their hopes, desires, and purposes estranged 
From things terrestrial, and divinely changed, 
Their very language of a kind that speaks 
The soul's sure interest in the good she seeks, 
Who deal with seripture» its importance felt, 
As Tully with philosophy once dealt. 
And, in the silent watches of the night. 
And through the scenes of toil-renewing light. 
The social walk, or solitary ride. 
Keep stiU the dear companion at their side ? 
No-Hshame upon a self-disgracing age, 
God's work may serve an ape upon a stage 
With such a jest as fiU'd with hellish glee 
Certain invisibles as shrewd as he ; 
But veneration or respect finds none. 
Save firom the subjects of that work alone. 

n2 
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The Woricf grown old her deep diBeeminetet «hi^^ 
Clap6 spectacles on her sagacious nofie; * 'A 

Peruses dosely the true Christiaii's &ce,' ' -'''l 
And finds it a mere ma^ of sfy grimac^c ^ »^' 

Usurps God's office, lays hb bosom bare, ' ^ 

And finds hypocrisy dose hirking there ; ' - ^•'^ 
And, serving God herself through mere ooiAtmilviii 
Concludes his xmfeign'd love of him* a feiiit.' '^ "• i 
And yet, God knows, look human nature t^Mugi^ ' 
(And in due time the world shall knowit'too) ^'^-^ 
That since the flowers of Eden felt the bldst, ' '' 
That after man's defection laid aH waste, > - i < / 
Sincerity towards the heart-searching Grod '•'' 
Has made the new-bom creature her abode, ^ ' ' < ^ 
Nor shall be found in unregenerate souls ' ' f 

Till the last fire bum afl between the poles. •' / 
Sincerity I why 'tis his only pride, '' 'i-i'-T 

Weak and imperfect in all grace beside, '• •^''' f 
He knows that God demands his heart entire, ^ 
And gives him aH his just demands require: ">" ^ ^ 
Without it, his pretensions were as vsan - J '- 

As, havipg it, he deems the world's disdain'; > /.jH 
That great defect would cost him not alone ' '"^ 
Man's favourable judgment but his own ; • * < i »// 
His birthright shaken, and no longer tlekt' '' "^ * 
Than while his conduct proves his heart slncter'e^' ^ 
Retort the charge, and let the wbirld be 't61d ^ "-'^ 
She boasts a confidence she doeS not'hHW;' ' ••^'i^*- 
That, iidnSdidus of her crimes; shfe^efeK'&istt«4^'>*' 
A cold mis^'vfng an<f k kfllWg'dHe^ ^ '^ '''- *>"*^ 
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Tbf^fwhih in health the ground of her support 

Is madly to fitt'get that life is short ; 

That sick she trembles, knowing she must die, 

Her hope presumption) and her faith a lie ; 

That while she dotes and dreams that she believes, 

She mocks her Maker, and herself deceives, 

Iiefl.»lmost reach, historical assent, 

The doctrines warp'd to what they never meant ; 

Thyi.trUith itself is in her head as dull 

And useless as a candle in a skull, 

And all her love of God a groundless claim, 

A trick up<Hi the canvass, painted flame. 

Tell her again, the sneer upon her face. 

And all <her cen»u:es of the work of grace, 

Are insinoere, meant only to conceal 

A dread she would not, yet is foteed to feel ; 

That in her heart the Christian she reveres, 

And, while she seems to scorn him, only fears. 

A peist does not work by square or line, 
As smiths and joiners perfect a design ; 
At least we modems, our attention less, 

< 

Beyond the example of our sires digress, 

And claim, a right to scamper and run wide, 

Wherever chance, caprice, or fancy guide. 

The world and I jfortuitously met ; 

I (x^fne/i^^pdAe, and have paid the debt ; 

She di^.me.ififQQgt I recompensed the deed, \ 

And, hayiqgjStrupk tjip balance, now proceed ^^ 

Pei|^§qpi^)>Qw§?rer,;as j3Qme jears have pass'4 .^ ^^ i 

Since she and J, cf^v^r^p^,: together la^t,, ^, ',.',7// 
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And I have lived recluse io ru}»l slpdee^' . : 

Which 8^^ a district report pervadeti . . / 

Great cbmgeaand new wdQn0t$ have o^pwr'd^ • 1 
And blesi; jrefbnos that I have nev^ he^rd, < . H 
And she flatly now be as discreet and wi^e^ ,. ,„ / 
As once ahsord in all discerning eyes^ .. > , ! 

Sobriety perhaps may now be found . - / 1. 1 / 

Where once intoxication press'd the; grjt^uad^ . > {f 
The subtle and injurious may be just, , ,. . . > 
And he grown chaste that was the slave .qf{)vts| ; , H 
Arts once esteemM may be with shame diso^s^^i/ 
Charity may relax the miser's fist ; ;:,;'.,.] 

The gamester may have cast his cards ^w^^ ., ^fiH 
Forgot to curse, and only kneel to praj« ,^ . .t nn/ 
It has indeed been told me (with wha^ weight, ..^n^ 
How credibly, 'tis hard for me to state,) .. ,, ,>|(7/ 
That fables old, that seem'd for ever mute, ^^l t ^iT 
Revived, ar^ hastening into fresh repute, ^. ^^/.j 
And gods and goddesses, discarded long ^,,.^. | ^/p 
Like useless lumber or a stroller's song, . , ., ,,f,/ 
Are bringing into vogue their heathen traii^KT- -.ill 
And Jupiter bids fair to rule again; .m^I '*] 

That certain feasts are instituted now, , ^ ^^^ || 
Where Venus hears the lover's tender vow; j ^M-.tT 
That all Olympus through the country rov€a%^,,(| 
To consecrate our few remaining groves, ;,(.(rj 
And Echo Jeams politely to repeat ,jj,,^ 

The praise of names for ages obsolete ; ..//;./ 

That having p^^ved the weaknee^s, it should Sif^fxy^^ 
Of revelation^ ineffectual beam>;,^. , . ^ . .jnF/ 



To bring tJie'jjMyBsJttifl luMl^r sober sway^ • > i 
And give Uie moral springs tbeir proper fh^yf 
They nueam to* try what may at last be 4oBe, • 
By stout -^ubstafntii^ gods of wood and stone, ' ' 
And wheth^f Kdman rites may not produce 
The virtues of eld Rome fbt En^sh use. 
May such success attend the pious pian, 
May Mbreury once more embellish man> 
Grace him again with long forgotten arts, 
Re<;lftkh liis taste, and brighten up his parts; 
Mik& Mm athletic as in days of old, ' ' ' ^ 

Leam'd at the bar, in the palaestra hcM, ^ 

Divest the rougher sex of female airs, 
And teach the softer not to copy theirs : 
The dM^ge sliall please, nor shall it mattar aught, 
Who works' tlte wonder, if it be but wrought. 
'Tis time,'k6wever, if the case stands thus, ' 
For us plaiil folks, and all who side with us. 
To build ouf altar, confident and bold, 
And say, as istem Elijah said of old, 
The strifb kiow stands upcm 4 fair award, 
If Israel's Lord be God, then serve the Lord : 
If he be silent, faith is all a whim. 
Then Badi' is the God, and worship him. 
Digression is so much in modern use, 
Thought is'so rare, and fkncy so profuse. 
Some never seem so- wide of their intent. 
As when returning to the theme they meant i \,l 
Aj^bi^'dicafits, whose business ts tb roam, ' ' 
Make every parish bttt thd!^ own their honlel 



Though such c^toffl'itgfeg^gs ih^^^bbbk, '^ '* ' ' ^ 
Such drmftfti ^el&igs Mvfe? ah dWkmj^ h^bk^ ■' * 
And I had raifliet^'6reej)'t(i^hat fe'tru^, ■ ' '^ 

Than rov^ 'fatJ stagg^ uritli tib iri^k iii tiei^ ; ' \ 
Yet to consctlt W Httle, se^ril'dno crime, 
The freakish humbiii' of the present time : ^ ' \ 
But now to ^ther iip what seems dispeirs^d, ' ' ' 
And toutih the subject I designed at first, ' " * 
May prdi^e,' though much beside the rules of kft, " 
Best for 'the public, knd my wisest part. - ' I 

Ahti '^rsti let no man charge me, that I tn^an ' 
To clothe iti sable every social scene, ' - • - i ^ » i ^ 
And give good company a face sevete, ' * " 
As if ^hieiy met around a father's bier ; ' ' ""* ^ 
For tell some men that, pleasure all their bent, '- ^^ * 
And laughter all their work, is life mJspent, ' ^ ^ 
Their wisdom bursts into this sage replyi ' »* ^ 
Tliek' niirth k isin, knd we should always cry: ' ' 
To find the medium asks some share of ^it. 
And therefore 'tis a mark fools never hit. 
But though life's valley be a vale of tears, 
A brighter scene beyond that vale appears. 
Whose glory, with a light that never fades. 
Shoots between scatter'd rocks and opening shades 
And, while it shows the land the soul desires. 
The language of the land she seeks inspires. 
Thus touch'd, the tongue receives a sacred cure 
Of all that was absurd, profane, impure ; 
Held within modest bounds, the tide of speech 
Pursues the course that truth and nature teach ; 
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No longer lobours metely to produ^ • 

The pomff of MMmd, qr tiujcle without use ; • 
Where'er it nf iucU^ the sahftary stceanit | 

Sprightly smi fresb} pnriches every theme^ 
While all the happy iqan.pQ^sess'd before^ 
The gifl of nature, or the classic store, 
Is madet subservient to the grand designs 
For which Heaven form'd the faculty divine. 
So, t^hquld an idiot, while at large he strays, 
Find the sw^et lyre on which an artist plays^ 
With r^sh and awkward force the chords he sbakep, 
And grins with wonder at the jar he makes ; 
But let the wise and well instructed hand 
Once take the shell beneath his just command. 
In geixtle sounds it seems as it complain'd 
Of the rude injuries it late sustained, 
Till, tuned at length to some immortal song. 
It sounds Jehovah's name, and pours his praise 
along. 
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RETIREMENT. 



THE ARGUMENT. 

The busy nniversalfy desiroas of retirement — Important 
purpose for wMch this desire was given to man — Musing ^n 
the works of the creation, a happy employment— <The service 
of God not incompatible, however, with a life pf businessrr 
Human life ^ its pursuits — Various motires for seeking retire- 
ment—The poet's delight in the study of nature — Thd'ltiW s 
fondness for retirement — The hypochondriae-^Me1aiioho)^><4 
malady that olaims most compassion, reo«ive» t|M9 lei»t»«r$M/T 
fering^ of the melancholy man — ^The statesmaa'^ i^ejifmsieifA^ 
His new mode of life and company — Soon weary ojf retir^ 
men(, he returns to his former pursuits — Citizens* villas— 
Fashion of frequenting watering places — The oeean^l'ne 
spendthrift in forced retirement— Ilie Bportsmin cnileif-k^Vtfe 
management of leisure a difficult task — M)w will b^)(3iJM(i> 
moned to account for the employment of life— Books ^^ 
friends requisite for the man of leisure; and divine comnui- 
niontofiU the remainii^ void — Religion not adverse to inno- 
cent pleasures— The poet concludes with a refer^nbd td.'htk 
own pursuit. > * ■ 1 1 n I 
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RETIREMENT 

.-. • » t . •• • • . studiis floceoB igoobUis otL 

(, VUIQ. OEQB. hlHf 4> , 

Hackn'ey'd in business, trearied at that oar, ' ' ' 

Which thousands, once fast chained to, quit no more 

Biitvhichy when life at ebb runs weak and low, ,. 

Alt^ wi«d»^ or seem to wish, they could forego ; 

Tfif^ statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trader ' ~ 

Pants for the refuge of some rural shade, 

W^eTe> all his long anxieties forgot 

Aiftid the charms of a sequestered spot. 

Or reebflected only to gild o'er, 

'And kdd a smile to what was sweet be^re. 

He may possess the joys he thinks he sees, 

X^y his. old age upon the lap of ease, 

Improve the remnant of his wasted span. 

And, having lived a trifler, die a man. 

Thus conscience pleads her cause within the breast, 

Though long rebeird against, not yet suppressed. 

And calls a creature foi*m'd for God alone, 

For Heaven's high purposes, and not his own. 

Calls him away from selfish ends and aims. 

From what debilitates and what inflames, 
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From citieft humihiiig mth a rettkess crowd, ^ 

Sordid as active, ignorant as loud, > 

Whose highest praise is that they lite in vain, > 

The dupes of pleasure, or the slaves of gain. 

Where works of man are duster'd close around, 

And works of God are haidly to be found, 

To regions where^ in spite of sin and woe, 

Traces of Eden are still seen below, 

Where mountain, river, forest, field, and grove, 

Remind him of his Maker's power and love. 

Tis well i^ look'd for at so late a day. 

In the last scene of sudi a senseless play, ' 

True wisdom will attend his feebte call) 

And grace his action ere the curtain fall. 

Souls, that have long despised their heavenly binJi, 

Their wishes all impregnated with earth. 

For threescore years employed with ceaseless care ' 

In catching smoke and feeding upon air, ' ■ ^ 

Conversant only with the ways of men, ' ' 

Rarely redeem the short remaining ten. 

Inveterate habits choke the unfruitful heart, 

Their fibres penetrate its tenderest part. 

And, draining its nutritious powers to feed 

Their noxious growth, starve every better seed. 

Happy, if fall of days-^but happier far. 
If, ere we yet.discem life's evenmg star. 
Sick of the service of a world, that feeds ' 

Its patient drudges wit^ dry diaff and weeds. 
We can escape fVom custom's idiot sway. 
To serve the sovereign we were bom to obey. - 



Then 8w«et to imaBe uponi his MH^dkfUmf'd > 

(Infinite skill) in ^ that he hftr mide ! • • 

To trace in< nature's most mmote dea^ 

The signature and stamp of power diyiney .* 

Contrivance rintricate^ eipress'd with emat, 

Where unassisted sight no beauty sees^ 

The shapely liaib and lubricated joint. 

Within the small dmiensi<m8 of a point» 

Muscle and nerve miracnlously spun, - 

His mighty work, who speaks and it is done. 

The invisible in things scarce seen reveai'd. 

To whom an aton is an ample field : 

To wonder at a thousand insect Ibrms, 

These hatched, and those resuscitated worms, 

Nbw li£i9 ordain'd and brighter scenes to share, 

Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air, 

Whose shape would make them, had they bulk and 

More hideous foes than fiuicy can devise ; [size, 

With helmet-heads and dragon«scales adorn'd. 

The mighty mjrriads, now securely scorn'd, 

Would mock the majesty of man's high birth, 

Despise his bulwarks, and unpeople earth : 

Then with a glance of fancy to survey, 

Far as the .faculty can stretch away. 

Ten thousand rivers pour'd at his command, 

From urns that never &il, through every land ; 

These like a deluge with impetuous force. 

Those winding modestly a silent eourae ; 

The cloud-surmounting Alps, the fruitful vales ; 

Seas, on which every nation ^reads her sails ; 
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The sun, a world whence other worlds drink light, 

The crescent moon, the diadem of night : 

Stars countless, each in his appointed place, 

Fast anchored in the deep abjss.of space — 

At such a sight to catch the poet's. flame, 

And with a rapture like his own exclaim 

These are thy glorious works, thou source of good. 

How dimly seen, how faintly understood I 

Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care. 

This universal frame, thus wondrous fair ; 

Thy power divine, and bounty beyond thought, 

Adored and praised in all that thou hast wrought. 

Absorbed in that immensity I see, 

I shrink abased, and yet aspire to thee ; 

Instruct me, guide me to that heavenly day 

Thy words more clearly than thy works, display 

That, while thy truths my grosser thoughts refine, 

I may resemble thee, and call thee mine. 

O blest proficiency I surpassing all 
That men erroneously their glory call. 
The recompense that arts or arms can yield. 
The bar, the senate, or the tented field. 
Compared with this sublimest life below. 
Ye kings and rulers, what have courts to show ? 
Thus studied, used, and consecrated thus, 
On earth what is, seems form'd indeed for us ; 
Not as the plaything of a froward child. 
Fretful unless diverted and beguiled, 
Much less to feed and fan the fatal fires 
Of pride, ambition, or impure desires. 
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But as a scale, by wfaidi the soul atoeftdl 
From mighty jaeaiia te more ttnportilrit ends, 
Secureljy though by ^teps but rarely trod, 
Mounts from inferior b^ngs ap to God, 
And sees, by no fkUa(;iou8 light or dim, 
Earth made lor man, and man himself for him. 

Not that I mean to ap|Mrove, or would enfofce, 
A superstitiouft and monastic course : 
Truth is not local, God alike pervades 
And fills the world of traffic and the shades, 
And may be fear'd amidst the busiest scenes, 
Or sooni'd where business never intervenes. 
But 'tis not easy with a mind like ours. 
Conscious of Weakness in its noblest powers, 
And in a world where, other ills apart, 
The noying eye misleads the careless heart. 
To lanit thought, by nature prone to stray 
Wherever freakish &mcy points the way ; 
To bid the pleadings of self-love be still. 
Resign our own and seek o^r Maker's will ; 
To spread the pi^ of scripture, and compare 
Our conduct with the laws engraven there ; 
To measure all that passes in the breast, 
Faithj^y, fiurly, by that sacred test ; 
To dive into the secret deeps within> 
To spare no passion and no favourite sin, 
And search the themes, important above all. 
Ourselves, and our recovery from our fiill.- 
But leisure, siienee, and a mind released 
From anxious thoughts hcrw wealth may be in^- 
creased, 
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How to secure^ in some prapitious houT) 
The point of interest or the post of power, 
A soul serene, and equally retired 
From objects too much dreaded or desired. 
Safe fix>m the clamours of perrerse dispute, 
At least are friendly to the great pursuit. 

Opening the map of God's extensive plan. 
We find a little isle, this life of man ; 
Eternity's unknown expanse appears 
Circling around and limiting his years. 
The busy race examine and explore 
Each creek and cavern of the dangerous shore, 
With care collect what in their eyes excels. 
Some shining pebbles, and some weeds and sheUs , 
Thus laden, dream that they are rich and great. 
And happiest he that groans beneath his weight. 
The waves overtake them in their serious play, 
And every hour sweeps multitudes away ; 
They shriek and sink, survivors start and weep. 
Pursue their sport, and follow to the deep. 
A few forsake the throng ; with lifled eyes 
Ask wealth of Heaven, and gain a real prize. 
Truth, wisdom, grace, and peace like that above, 
Seal'd with his signet, whom they serve and love ; 
Scom'd by the rest, with patient hope they wait 
A kind release from their imperfect state, 
And unregretted are soon snatch'd away 
From scenes of sorrow into glorious day. 

Nor these alone prefer a life recluse. 
Who seek retirement for its proper use 
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The love of change, that lives ia eveiy bveast, 
Genius, and tanper, and desire of rest, 
Discordant motives in one centre meet, 
And each inclines its votary to retreat. 
Some minds by nature are averse to noise. 
And hate the tumult half the world enjoys. 
The lure of avarice, or the pompous prize 
That courts display before ambitious eyes ; 
The fruits that hang on pleasure's flowery, stem. 
Whatever enchants them, are no snares to them. 
To them the deep recess of dusky groves. 
Or forest, where the deer securely roves. 
The fall of water s^^ and the song of birds, 
And hills that echo to the distant herds, 
Are lilxuries excelling all the glare 
The world can boast, and her chief fitvourites share. 
With eager step, and carelessly array'd. 
For such a cause the poet seeks the shade. 
From all he sees he catches new delight. 
Pleased Fancy claps her pinions at the sight, 
The rising or the setting orb of day. 
The clouds that flit, or slowly float away. 
Nature in all the various shapes she wears, f 

Frowning in storms, or breathing gentle airs. 
The snowy robe her wintry state assumes, 
Her summer heats, her fruits, and her perfumes. 
All, all alike transport the glowing bard. 
Success in rhyme his glory and reward. 
O Nature I whose Elysian scenes disclose 
His bright perfections at whose word they rose, 

o2 
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Next to that power who fonn'd thee and suBtains, 
Be thou ihe great insfMrer of my strains* 
Still, as I touch the Ijre, do thou expand 
Thy genuine channs» and giude an artless hand. 
That I may catch a fire but rarely known. 
Give useful light theugh I should miss renown. 
And, poring on thy page, whose every line 
Bears proof of an^intdligence divine, 
May feel a heart enridb'd by what it pays, 
That builds its glory on its Maker's praise. 
Woe to the man whose wit disdaims ita use, 
Glittering in vain, or only to seduce, 
Who studies nature with a wantmi eye, 
Admires the work, but slips the lesson by ; 
His hours of leisure and recess employs 
In drawing pictures of forbidden joys, 
Retires to blazon his owm worthless name. 
Or shoot the careless with a surer aim. 

The lover toib shmis business and alarms. 
Tender idolater of absent charms. 
Saints offer nothing in their warmest prayers 
That he devotes not with a zeal like theirs ; 
'Tis consecration of his heart, soul, time, 
And every thought that wanders is a crime- 
In sighs he worships his supremely fair, 
And weeps a sad libation in despair ; 
Adores a creature, and, devout in vain, 
Wins in return an answer <^ disdain* 
As woodbine weds the plant within her reach. - 
Rough elm, or smooth-grain'd ash, or glossy beech, 
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In spiral rings ascends the trunk, and lays 
Her golden tassels on the leafy sprays, 
But does a mischief while she lends a grace, 
Straitening its growth by such a strict embrace ; 
So lovei that clings around the noblest minds 
Forbids the advancement of the soul he binds ; 
The suitor's air indeed he soon improves, 
And forms it to the taste of her he loves. 
Teaches his eyes a language, and no less 
Refines his «peech, and fashions his address ; 
But farewell promises of happier fruits. 
Manly designs, and learning's grave pursuits ; 
Girt with a chain he cannot wish to break. 
His only bliss is sorrow for her sake; 
Who will may pant for glory and excel) 
Her smile his aim,' all higher aims farewell I 
Th^Tsis, Alexis, or whatever name 
May least offend against so pure a flame. 
Though sage advice of friends the most sincere 
Sounds harshly in so delicate an ear. 
And lovers, of all creatures, tame or wild, 
Can least brook management, however mild. 
Yet let a poet (poetry disarms 
The fiercest animals with magic charms) 
Risk .an intrusion on thy pensive mood, 
And woo and win thee to thy proper good. 
Pastoral images and still retreats, 
Umbrageous walks and solitary seats. 
Sweet birds in concert with harmonious streams, 
Soft airs, nocturnal vigils, and day-dreams, 
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Are all enchantments in a case like thine, 
Conspire against thy peace with one design, 
Soothe thee to make thee but a surer prey, 
And feed the fire that wastes thy powers away. 
Up — God has formed thee with a wiser view, 
Not to be led in chains, but to subdue ; 
Calls thee to cope with enemies, and first 
Points out a conflict with thyself, the worst. 
Woman indeed, a gift he would bestow 
When he designed a Paradise below, 
The richest earthly boon his hands afford, 
Deserves to be beloved, but not adored. 
Post away swiftly to more active scenes. 
Collect the scattered truths that study gleans, 
Mix with the world, but with its wiser part. 
No longer give an image all thine heart ; 
Its empire is not hers, nor is it thine, 
Tis God's just claim, prerogative divine. 

Virtuous and faithful Hebbrden, whose skill 
Attempts no task it cannot well fulfil. 
Gives melancholy up to nature's care. 
And sends the patient uito purer air. 
Look where he comes — in this embower'd alcove 
Stand dose conceal'd, and see a statue move : 
Lips busy, and eyes fix'd, foot falling slow, 
Arms hanging idly down, hands clasp'd below, 
Interpret to die marking eye distress, 
Such as its symptoms can alone express. 
That tongue is silent now ; that silent tongue 
Could argue once, could jest, or join the song, 
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Could give advice, could censure or commend, 
Or charm the sorrows of a drooping friend. 
Renounced alike its office and its sport, 
Its brisker and its graver strains fall 8h<n*t ; 
Both fail beneath a fever's secret sway, 
And like a summer-brook are past away. 
This is a sight for pity to peruse. 
Till she resemble faintly what she views. 
Till sjrmpathy contract a kindred pain, 
Pierced with the woes that she laments in vain. 
This, of all maladies that man infest, 
Claims most compassion, and receives the least : 
Job felt it, when he groan'd beneath the rod 
And the b^rb'd arrows of a frowning God ; 
And such emollients as his friends could spare. 
Friends such as his for modem Jobs prepare. 
Blest, rather curst, with hearts that never feel, 
Kept snug in caskets of close-hammer'd steel. 
With mouths made only to grin wide and eat. 
And minds that deem derided pain a treat, 
With limbs of British oak, and nerves of wire. 
And wit that puppet prompters might inspire, 
Their sovereign nostrum is a clumsy joke 
On pangs enforced with God's severest stroke. 
But, with a soul that ever felt the sting 
Of sorrow, sorrow is a sacred thing : 
Not to molest, or irritate, or raise 
A laugh at his expense, is slender praise ; 
He that has not usurp'd the name of man 
Does all, and deems too little all, he can, 
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To assuage the throbbings of the fester'd part, 

And staunch the bleedings of a broken heart. 

'Tis not, as heads that never ache suppose, 

Forgery of fancy, and a dream of woes ; 

Man is a harp, whose chords elude the sight, 

Each yielding harmony disposed aright ; 

The screws reversed, (a task which if he please 

God in a moment executes with ease,) 

Ten thousand thousand strings at once go loose, 

Lost, till he tune them, all their power and use. 

Then neither heathy wilds, nor scenes as fair 

As ever recompensed the peasant's care. 

Nor soft declivities with tufted hills, 

Nor view of waters turning busy mills, 

Parks in which art preceptress nature weds, 

Nor gardens interspersed with flowery beds. 

Nor gales, that catch the scent of blooming groves, 

And waft it to the mourner as he roves. 

Can call up life into his faded eye. 

That passes all he sees unheeded by ; 

No wounds like those a wounded spirit feels. 

No cure for such, till God who makes them heals 

And thou, sad sufferer under nameless ill 

That yields not to the touch of human skill, 

Improve the kind occasion, understand 

A Father's frown, and kiss his chastening hand. 

To thee the dayspring, and the blaze of noon, 

The purple evening and resplendent moon. 

The stars that, sprinkled o*er the vault of night, 

Seem drops descending in a shower of light. 
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Shine not, or undesired and hated shine, 

Seen through the medium of a cloud hke diine : 

Yet seek him, in his favour life is found. 

All bliss beside— a shadow or a sound : 

Then heaven, eclipsed so long, and this dull earth, 

Shall seem to start into a second birth ; 

Nature, assuming a more lovely face. 

Borrowing a beauty from the works of grace, 

Shall be despised and overlook'd no more. 

Shall fill thee with delights unfelt before. 

Impart to things inanimate a voice, 

And bid her mountains and her hills rejoice ; 

The sound shall run along the winding vales. 

And thou enjoy an Eden ere it fails. 

Ye groves, (the statesman at his desk exclaims, 
Sick of a thousand disappointed aims,) 
My patrimonial treasure and my pride. 
Beneath your shades your gray possessor hide, 
Receive me, languishing for that repose 
The servant of the public never knows. 
Ye saw me once (ah, those regretted days, 
When boyish innocence was all my praise !) 
Hour after hour delightfully allot 
To studies then familiar, since forgot. 
And cultivate a taste for ancient song, 
Catching its ardour as I mused along ; 
Nor seldom, as propitious Heaven might send. 
What once I valued and could boast, a friend. 
Were witnesses how cordially I press'd 
His undissembling virtue to my breast ; 
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Receive me now, not uncorrupt as then, 

Nor guiltless of corrupting other men, 

But versed in arts that, while they seem to stay^ 

A falling empire, hasten its decay. 

To the fair haven of my native home. 

The wreck of what I was, fatigued, I come ; 

For once I can approve the patriot's voice. 

And make the coiu*se he recommends< my choice : 

We meet at last in one sincere desire, 

His wish and mine both prompt me to retire. 

Tis done— he steps into the welcome chaise, 

Lolls at his ease behind foiu* handsome bays. 

That whirl away from business and debate 

The disencumbered Atlas of the state. 

Ask not the boy, who, when the breeze of mom 

First shakes the glittering drops fjrom every thorn. 

Unfolds his flock, then under bank or bush 

Sits linking cherry-stones, or platting rush. 

How fair is Freedom ? — ^he was always free : 

To carve his rustic name upon a tree. 

To snare the mole, or with ill-fashion*d hook 

To draw the incautious minnow from the brook, 

Are life's prime pleasures in his simple view, 

His flock the chief concern he ever knew ; 

She shines but little in his heedless eyes, 

The good we never miss we rarely prize : 

But ask the noble drudge in state affairs. 

Escaped from o£Bce and its constant cares, 

What charms he sees in Freedom's smile express'd, 

In freedpm Jiost so long, now repossess'd ; 



tlETIRBMENT. 203 

The tongue whose strains were cogent as commands, 
Revered at home, and felt in foreign lands, 
Shall own itself a stammerer in that cause, 
Or plead its silence as its best applause. 
He knows indeed that, whether dress'd or rude, 
Wild without art, or artfully subdued. 
Nature in every form inspires delight. 
But never mark*d her with so just a sight 
Her hedge-row shrubs, a variegated store. 
With woodbine and wild roses mantled o'er. 
Green balks and furrow'd lands, the stream that 
Its cooling vapour o'er the dewy meads, [spreads 
Downs, that almost escape the inquiring eye, 
That melt and fade into the distant sky. 
Beauties he lately slighted as he pass'd. 
Seem all created since he travell'd lajst. 
Mastei: of all the enjoyments he design'd. 
No rough annoyance rankling in his mind, 
What early philosophic hours he keeps. 
How regular his meals, how sound he sleeps I 
Not sounder he that on the mainmast head, 
While morning kindles with a windy red. 
Begins a long look-out for distant land, 
Nor quits till evening watch his giddy stand. 
Then, swift descending with a seaman's haste. 
Slips to his hammock, and forgets the blast. 
He chooses company, but not the squire's. 
Whose wit is rudeness, whose good breeding tires ; 
Nor yet the parson's, who would gladly come, 
Obsequious when abroad, though proud at home ; 
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Nor can he much affect the ndghbouring peer, 

Whose toe of emulation treads too near ; 

But wisely seeks a more convenient friend, 

With whom, dismissing forms, he may unbend. 

A man, whom marks of condescending grace 

Teach, while they flatter him, his proper place ; 

Who comes when call'd, and at a word withdraws, 

Speaks with reserve, and listens with applause ; 

Some plain mechanic, who, without pretence 

To birth or wit, nor gives nor takes offence ; 

On whom he rests well pleased his weary powers, 

And talks and laughs away his vacant hours. 

The tide of life, swift always in its course. 

May run in cities with a brisker force. 

But no where with a current so serene. 

Or half so clear, as in the rural scene. 

Yet how fallacious is all earthly bliss, 

What obvious truths the wisest heads may miss ; 

Some pleasures live a month, and some a year, 

But short the date of all we gather here ; 

No happiness is felt, except the true. 

That does not charm thee more for being new. 

This observation, as it chanced, not made^ 

Or, if the thought occurred, not duly weigh'd, 

He sighs — ^for after all by slow degrees 

The spot he loved has lost the power to please ; 

To cross his ambling pony day by day 

Seems at the best but dreaming life away ; 

The prospect, such as might enchant despair, 

He views it not, or sees no beauty there ; 
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With aching heart, ana discontented looks. 

Returns at noon to billiards or to books, 

But feels, while grasping at his faded joys, 

A secret thirst of his renounced employs. 

He chides the tardiness of every post, 

Pants to be told of battles won or lost, 

Blames his own indolence, obserres,^ though late, 

'Tis criminal to leave a smking state. 

Flies to the levee, and, received with grace, 

Kneels, kisses hands, and shines again in place. 

Suburban villas, highway-side retreats. 
That dread the encroachment of our growing streets, 
Tight boxes, neatly sash'd, and in a blaze 
With all a July sun*s collected rays, 
Delight the citizen, who, gasping there, 
BreaUies clouds of dust, and calls it country air. 
O sweet retirement, who would balk the thought, 
That could afford retirement, or could not ? 
Tis such an easy walk, so smooth and straight, 
The second milestone fronts the garden gate ; 
A step if fair, and, if a shower a^^roach, 
You find safe shelter in the next stage-coach. 
There, prison'd in a parlour snug and small. 
Like bottled wasps upon a southern wall, 
The man of business and his firiends compressed 
Forget their labours, and yet find no rest ; 
But stiU 'tis rural — trees are to be seen 
From every window, and the fields are green ; 
Ducks paddle in the pond before the door. 
And what could a remoter scene show more ? 
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A sense of elegance we rarely find 
The portion of a mean or vulgar mind, 
And ignorance of better things makes man, 
Who cannot much, rejoice in what he can ; 
And he, that deems his leisure well bestow'd 
In contemplation of a turnpike-road. 
Is occupied as well, employs his hours 
As wisely, and as much improves his powers^ 
As he that slumbers in pavilions graced 
With all the charms of an accomplish'd taste. 
Yet hence, alas I insolvencies ; and hence 
The unpitied victim of ill-judged expense, 
From all his wearisome engagements freed, 
Shakes hands with business, and retires indeed. 

Your prudent grandmammas, ye modem belles> 
Content with Bristol, Bath, and Tunbridge Wells, 
When health required it, would consent to roam, 
Else more attached to pleasures found at home 
But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife, 
Ingenious to diversify dull life. 
In coaches, chaises, caravans, and hoys. 
Fly to the coast for daily, nightly joys, 
And all, impatient of dry land, agree 
With one consent to rush into the sea. 
Ocean exhibits, fathomless and broad, 
Much of the power and majesty of God. 
He swathes about the swelling of the deep, 
That shines and rests, as in&nts smile and 6leep ; 
Vast as it is, it answers as it flows 
The breathings of the lightest air that blows ; 
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Curling and whitening over all the waste. 

The rising waves obey the increasing blast, 

Abrupt and horrid as the tempest roars. 

Thunder and flash upon the stedfast shores, 

Till he that rides the whirlwind checks the rein, 

Then all the world of waters sleeps again. 

Nereids or Dryads, as the fashion leads, 

Now in the floods, now panting in the meads, 

Votaries pf pleasure still, where'er she dwells. 

Near barren rocks, in palaces, or cells, 

O grant a poet leave to recommend 

(A poet fond of nature, and your friend) 

Her slighted works to your admiring view ; 

Her works must needs excel, who fashion'd you. 

Would ye, when rambling in your morning ride, 

With some unmeaning coxcomb at yoiu* side, 

Condemn the prattler for his idle pains. 

To waste unheard the music of his strains. 

And, deaf to all the impertinence of tongue, 

That, while it courts, aflronts and does you wrong, 

Mark well the finished plan without a fault, 

The seas globose and huge, the o'erarching vault, 

Earth's millions daily fed, a world employed 

In gathering plenty yet to be enjoy 'd, 

Till gratitude grew vocal in the praise 

Of Grod, beneficent in all his ways ; 

Graced with such wisdom, how would beauty shine ! 

Ye want but that to seem indeed divine. 

Anticipated rents and bills unpaid, 
Force many a shining youth into the shade, ' 



208 RETIREMENT. 

Not to redeem his time, but his estate, 

And play the fool, but at a cheaper rate. 

There, hid in loathed obscurity, removed 

From pleasures left, but never more beloved. 

He just endures, and with a sickly spleen 

Sighs o'er the beauties of the chsirming scene. 

Nature indeed looks prettily in rhyme ; 

Streams tinkle sweetly in poetic chime : 

The warblings of the blackbird, clear and strong, 

Are musical enough in Thomson's song ; 

And Cobham's groves, and Windsor's green retreats. 

When Pope describes them, have a thousand sweets ; 

He likes the country, but in truth must own. 

Most likes it when he studies it in town. 

Poor Jack — no matter who — ^for when I blame, 
I pity, and must therefore sink the name. 
Lived in his saddle, loved the chase, the course. 
And always, ere he mounted, Igss'd his horse. 
The estate, his sires had own'd in ancient y^ars. 
Was quickly distanced, match'd against a peer's. 
Jack vanish'd, was regretted, and forgot ; 
'Tis wild good-nature's never failing lot. 
At length, when all had long supposed him dead, 
By cold submersion, razdr, rope, or lead, 
My lord, alighting at his usual place, 
The Crown, took notice of an ostler's face. 
Jack knew his friend, but hoped in that disguise 
He might escape the most observing eyes. 
And whistling, as if unc(Macern'd and gay, 
Curried his nag and look'd another way 
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Convinced at last, upon a nearer vierw, 
'Twas he, the same, the very Jack he Imeir, 
O'erwhelm'd at once with wonder, grief, and joy, 
He press'd him much to quit his base emf^y ; 
His countenance, his purse, hb heart, his hand, 
Influence and power, were all at his command : 
Peers are not always generous as well bred. 
But Granby was, meant truly what he said. 
Jack bow'd, and was ob1%ed-M»nfess*d 'twas 

strange, 
That so retired he should not wish a change, 
But knew no medium between guzzling beer, 
And his old stint — three thousand pounds a year. 

Thus some retire to nourish hopeless woe ; 
Some seeking happiness not found below ; 
Some to comply with humour,' and a mind 
To social scenes by nature disinclined ; 
Some sway'd by fashion, some by deep disgust ; 
Some self-impoverish'd, and because they must ; 
But few, that court Retirement, are aware 
Of half the toils they must encounter there. 

Lucrative offices are seldom lost 
For want of powers proportioned to the post : 
Give e'en a dunce the employment he desires. 
And he soon finds the talents it requires ; 
A business with an income at its heels 
Furnishes always oil for its own wheels. 
But in his arduous enterprise to close 
His active years with indolent repose, 
He finds the labours of that state exceed 
His utmost faculties, severe indeed. 

VOL. VI. p 
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*Tis easy to retangn a toilsome place, 

But not to manage leisure with a grace ; 

Absence ^ occupation is not rest, 

A mind quite vacant is a mind distress'd. 

The veteran steed, excused his task at length. 

In kind compassion of his filing strength, 

And tum*d into the park or mead to graze, 

Exempt from future service all his days, 

There feels a pleasure perfect in its kind, 

Ranges at liberty, and snuffs the wind : 

But when his lord would quit the busy road. 

To taste a joy like that he has bestow'd, 

He proves, less happy than his favoured brute, 

A life of ease a difficult pursuit. 

Thought, to the man that never thinks, may seem 

As natural as when asleep to dream ; 

But reveries (for human minds will act) 

Specious in show, impossible in fact. 

Those flimsy webs, that break as soon as wrought. 

Attain not to the dignity of thought : 

Nor yet the swarms that occupy the brain. 

Where dreams of dress, intrigue, and pleasure reiga; 

Nor such as useless conversation breeds. 

Or lust engenders, and indulgence feeds. 

Whence, and what are we ? to what end ordain'd ? 

What means the drama by the world sustained ? 

Business or vain amusement, care or mirth. 

Divide the frail inhabitants of earth. 

Is duty a mere sport, or an employ ? 

Life an intrusted talent, or a toy ? 
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Is there, as reason, conscience, Scripture say, 
Cause to provide for a great future day^ 
When, e£uth*s assigned duration at an end, 
Man shall be summoned and the dead attend ? 
The trumpet — ^will it sound ? the curtain rise ? 
And show the august tribunal of the skies, 
Where no prevarication shall avail, - 
Where eloquence and artifice shall fail, 
The pride of arrogant distinctions fall. 
And conscience and our conduct judge us all ? 
Pardon me, ye that give the midnight oil 
To learned cares or philosophic toil, ' 
Though I revere your honourable names. 
Your usefU labours, and important aims, 
And hold the world indebted lo your aid, 
Enrich'd with the discoveries ye have made ; 
Yet let me stand excused, if I esteem 
A mind employed on so sublime a theme. 
Pushing her bold mquiry to the date 
And outline of the present transient state. 
And, after poising her adventurous wings. 
Settling at last upon eternal things. 
Far more intelligent, and better taught 
The strenuous use of profitable thought, 
Than ye, when happiest, and enlighten'd most, 
And highest in renown, can justly boast. 

A mind unnerved, or indisposed to bear 
The weight of subjects worthiest of her care, 
Whatever hopes a change of scene inspires, 
Must change her nature, or in vain retires. 

p 2 
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An idler is a watch that wants both hands ; 

As useless if it goes as when it stands. 

Books, therefore^ not the scandal of the shelves, 

In which lewd sensualists print out themselves ; 

Nor those, in which 'l^e stage gives vice a blow, 

With what success let modem manners show; 

Nor his who, for the bane of thousands born, 

Built God a dnirch, and laugh'd his word to scorn, 

Skilful alike to s6em devout and just, 

And stab religion with a sly side-thrust ; 

Nor those of leam*d philologists, who chase 

A panting syllable through time and space, 

Start it at home, and hunt it in the dark. 

To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah's ark ; 

But such as learning, without false pretence. 

The friend of truth, the associate of sound sense^ 

And such as, in the zeal of good design, 

Strong judgment labouring in the scripture mine, ' 

All such as manly and great souls produce^ 

Worthy to live, and of eternal use ; ' 

Behold in these what leisure hours demand, 

Amusement and true knowledge hand in hand. 

Luxury gives the mind a childish cast. 

And, while she polishes, perverts the taste ; 

Habits of close attention, thinking heads, 

Become more rare as dissipation spreads, 

Till authors hear at length one general cry. 

Tickle and entertain us, or we die. 

The loud demand, fh>m year to year the same, 

Beggars invention, and makes fancy lame ; 
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Till farce itself, mo6t mournfully jejune^ 

Calls for the kind assistance of a tune ; 

And novels (witness every month's review) 

Belie their name, and offer nothing new. 

The mind, relaxing into needful sport, 

Should turn to writers of an abler sort, 

Whose wit well managed, and whose classic style, 

Give truth, a lustre, and make wisdom smile. 

Friends, (for I cannot stint, as some have done, 

Too rigid in my view, that name to one ; 

Though one, I grant it, in the generous breast 

Will stand advanced a step above the rest ; 

Flowers by that name promiscuously we call, 

But one, the rose, the regent of them all,) — 

Friends, not adopted with a schoolboy's haste. 

But chosen with a nice discerning taste, 

Well bom, well disciplined, who> placed apart 

From vulgar minds, have honour much at heart, 

And, though the world may think the ingredients odd. 

The love of virtue, and the fear of God ! 

Such friends prevent what else would soon succeed, 

A temper rustic as the life we lead. 

And keep the polish of the manners clean. 

As theirs who bustle in the busiest scene ; 

For solitude, however some may rave, 

Seeming a sanctuary, proves a grave, 

A sepulchre, in which the living lie. 

Where all good qualides grow sick and die. 

I praise the Frenchman,-'^ his remark was shrewd, 

How sweet, how passing sweet is solitude t 

• Bruyere. 
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But grant me still a friend in my retreat, 

Whom I may whisper — Solitude is sweet.. 

Yet neither these delights, nor aught beside^ 

That appetite can ask, or wealth provide, 

Can save us always from a tedious day, 

Or shine the dulness of still life away ; 

Divine coimmunion, carefully enjoy'd, 

Or sought with energy, must fill the void. 

Oh sacred art I to which alone life owes 

Its happiest seasons, and a peaceful close, 

Scorn'd in a world, indebted to that scorn 

For evils daily felt and hardly borne. 

Not knowing thee, we reap, with bleeding hands, 

Flowers of rank odour upon thorny lands, 

And, while experience cautions us in vain, 

Grasp seeming happiness, and find it pain. 

Despondence, self-deserted in her grief^ 

Lost by abandoning her own relief. 

Murmuring and ungrateful discontent. 

That scorns afflictions mercifully meant. 

Those humours, tart as wines upon the firet, 

Which idleness and weariness beget ; 

These, and a thousand plagues that haunt the breast^ 

Fond of the phantom of an earthly rest. 

Divine communion chases, as the day 

Drives to their dens the obedient beasts of prey. 

See Judah's promised king, bereft of all, 

Driven out an exile from the face of Saul, 

To distant caves the lonely wanderer files. 

To seek that peace a tjnrant's frown denies. 
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Hear the sweet accents of his tuneful voice, 
Hear him, o'erwhelm'd with sorrow, yet rejoice ; 
No womanish or wailing grief has part, 
' No, not a moment, in his royal heart ; 
'Tis manly music, such as mart3rrs make. 
Suffering with gladness for a Saviour's sake ; 
His soul exults, hope animates his lays, 
The sense of mercy kindles into praise. 
And wilds, familiar with a lion's roar. 
Ring with ecstatic sounds unheard^ before : 
'Tis love like his that can alone defeat 
The foes of man, or make a desert sweet. 

Religion does not censure or exclude 
Unnumber'd pleasures harmlessly pursued ; 
To study culture, and with artful toil 
To meliorate and tame the stubborn soil ; 
To give dissimilar yet fruitful lands 
The grain, or herb, or plant that each demands ; 
To cherish virtue in an humble state. 
And share the joys your bounty may create ; 
To mark the matchless workings of the power 
That shuts within its seed the future flower. 
Bids these in elegance of form excel. 
In colour these, and those delight the smell. 
Sends Nature forth the daughter of the skies, 
To dance on earth, and charm all human eyes ; 
To teach the canvass innocent deceit. 
Or lay the landscape on the snowy sheet — 
These, these are arts pursued without a crime, 
That leave n^ stain upon the wing of time. 
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Me poetry (or, rather, notes that aiiii 
Feebly and Yainly at poetic fame) 
Employs, shut out from more important viewg, 
Fast by the banks of the slonr-winding Ouie ; 
Content i^ thus sequestered, I may raise 
A monitor's, thou^ not a poet*8, praise, 
And, while I teach an art too little known, 
To close life wisely, may not waste my own. 
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ADVERTISEMENT- 

Tnfe history of the following production is briefly 
this : A lady, fond of blank verse, demanded a poem 
of that kind from the Author, and gave him the 
Sofa for a subject. He obeyed ; and, having much 
leisure, connected another subject with it; and, 
pursuing the train of thought to which his situation 
and turn of mind led him, brought forth at length, 
instead of the trifle which he at first intended, a 
serious affair — a Volume. 

In the Poem on the subject of Education he 
would be very sorry to stand suspected of having 
aimed his censure at any particular school. His 
objections are such as naturally apply themselves 
to schools in general. If there were not, as for the 
most part there is, wilful neglect in those who ma- 
nage them, and an omission even of such discipline 
as they are susceptible of, the objects are yet too 
numerous for minute attention ; and the aching 
hearts of ten thousand parents, mourning under the 
bitterest of all disappointments, attest the truth of 
the allegation. His quarrel therefore is with the 
mischief at large, and not with any particular in- 
stance of it. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Historical deduction of seats, from the stool to the sofa — 
A schoolboy's ramble — A walk in the coantry — ^The scene 
described — Rural sounds as well as sights delightful — 
Another walk— Mistake concerning the charms of solitude 
corrected — Colonnades commended — ^Alcove, and the view 
from it — The wilderness — The grove— The thresher — The 
necessity and the benefits of exercise — The works of nature 
superior to, and in some instances inimitable by, art — The 
wearisomeness of what is commonly called a life of pleasure 
— Change of scene sometimes expedient — A common de- 
scribed, and the character of crasy Kate introduced — Gipsies 
The blessings of cirilized life— That state most favourable to 
virtue — The South Sea islanders compassionated, but chiefly 
Omai — His present state of mind supposed — Civilized life 
friendly to virtue, but not great cities — Great cities, and 
London in particular, allowed their due praise, but censured 
— F6te champ^tre — The book concludes with a reflection on 
the effects of dissipation and effeminacy upon our public 
measures. 



THE TASK. BOOK I. 

THE SOFA. 

I SING the Sofik I who lately sang 

Truth, H<^e, and Charity,* and touched with awe 

The solemn chords, and with a trembling hand, 

Escaped with pain from that adventurous flight, 

Now seek repose upon an humbler theme ; 

The theme though humble, yet august and proud 

The occasion — for the Fair commands the song. 

Time was, when clothing sumptuous or for use, 
Save their own painted skins, our sires had none. 
As yet black breeches were not ; satin smooth. 
Or velvet soft, or plush with shaggy pile : 
The hardy chief upon the rugged rock, 
Wash'd by the sea, or on the gravelly bank 
Thrown up by wintry torrents roaring loud. 
Fearless of wrong, reposed his weary strengths 
Those barbarous ages past, succeeded next 
The birthday of Invention ; weak at first. 
Dull in design, and clumsy to perform. 
Joint-stools were then created ; on three legs 
Upborne they stood. Three legs upholding firm 

* See Poems. 
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A massy slab, in &shion square or round. 

On such a stool immortal Alfred sat, 

And sway'd the sceptre of his in^t realms : 

And such in ancient halls and mansions drear 

May still be seen ; but perforated sore, 

And drill'd in holes, the solid oak is found, 

By worms voracious eating through and through. 

At length a generation more refined 
Improved the simple plan ; made three legs four. 
Gave them a twisted form vermicular. 
And o'er the seat, witli plenteous wadding stufPd, 
.Induced a splendid cover, green and blue. 
Yellow and red, of tapestry richly wrought 
And woven close, or needlework sublime. 
There might ye see the piony spread wide, 
The ftill blown rose, the shepherd and his lass, 
Lapdog and lambkin with black staring eyes. 
And parrots with twin cherries in their beak. 

Now came the cane fi-om India, smooth and bright 
With Nature's varnish, sever'd into stripes 
That interlaced each other, these supplied 
Of texture firm a lattice work, that braced 
The new machine, and it became a chair. 
But restless was the chair ; the back erect 
Distressed the weary loins, that felt no ease ; 
The slippery seat betray'd the sliding part 
That pressed it, and the feet hung dangling down, 
Anxious in vain to find the distant floor. 
These for the rich ; the rest, whom Fate had placed 
In modest mediocrity, content 
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With base materials, sat on well tann'd hides, 

Obdurate and unyielding, glassy smooth, 

With here and iJiere a tuft of crimson yarn, 

Or scarlet crewel, In the cushion fix*d, 

If cushion might be call'd, what harder seem'd 

Than the firm oak of which the frame was form*d. 

No want of timber then was felt or fear*d 

In Albion's happy isle. The lumber stood 

Ponderous and fix'd by its own massy weight. 

But elbows still were wanting; these, some say, 

An alderman of Cripplegate contrived ; 

And some ascribe the invention to a priest. 

Burly and big, and studious of his ease. 

But, rude at first, and not with easy slope 

Receding wide, they press'd against the ribs. 

And bruised the side ; and, elevated high. 

Taught the raised shoulders to invade the ears. 

Long time elapsed or e'er our rugged sires 

Complained, though incommodiously pent in, 

And ill at ease behind. The ladies first 

'Gan murmur, as became the sofler sex. 

Ingenious Fancy, never better pleased 

Than when employed to accommodate the fair, 

Heard the sweet moan with pity, and devised 

The soft settee; one elbow at each end. 

And in the midst an elbow it received. 

United yet divided, twain at once. 

So sit two kings of Brentford on one throne ; 

And so two citizens, who take the air. 

Close pack'd; and smiling, in a chaise and one. 

VOL. VI. Q 
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But relaxation of the languid frame, 
By soft recumbency of outstretched limbs. 
Was bliss reserved for happier days. So slow 
The growth of what is excellent'; so hard 
To attain perfection in this nether world. 
Thus first Necessity invented stoob. 
Convenience next suggested elbow-chairs, 
And Luxury the accomplished Sofa last. 

The nurse sleeps sweetly, hired to watch the sick. 
Whom snoring she disturbs. . As sweetly he 
Who quits the coach-box at the midnight hour, 
To sleep within the carriage more secure. 
His legs depending at the open door. 
Sweet sleep enjoys the curate in his desk, 
, The tedious rector drawling o'er his head ; 
And sweet the clerk below. But neither sleep 
Of lazy nurse, who snores the sick man dead. 
Nor his who quits the box at midnight hour, 
To slumber in the carriage more seciure. 
Nor sleep enjoy'd by curate in his desk. 
Nor yet the dozings of the clerk, are sweet, 
Compared with the repose the Sofa yields. 

Oh may I live exempted (while I live 
Guiltlesfr of pamper'd appetite obscene) 
From pangs arthritic, that infest the toe 
Of libertine Excess I The Sofa suits 
The gouty limb, 'tis true ; but gouty limb. 
Though on a Sofa, may I never feel : 
For I have loved the rural walk through lanes 
Of grassy swarth, close cropp'd by nibbling sheep. 
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And skirted thick with intertexture firm 
Of thorny boughs; have loved the rural walk 
O'er hills, through valleys, and by rivers* brink, 
E'er since a truant boy I pass'd my bounds 
To enjoy a ramble on the banks of Thames ; 
And still remember, nor without regret 
Of hours that sorrow since has much endear'd, 
How oft, my slice of pocket store consumed. 
Still hungering, pennyless, and far from home, 
I fed on scarlet hips and stony haws. 
Or blushing crabs, or berries, that emboss 
The bramble, black as jet, or sloes austere. 
Hard fare I but such as boyish appetite 
Disdains not ; nor the palate, undepraved 
By culinary arts, unsavoiu*y deems. 
No Sofa then awaited my return ; 
Nor Sofa then I needed. Youth repairs 
His wasted spirits quickly, by long toil 
Incurring short fatigue; and though our years, 
As life declines, speed rapidly away. 
And not a year but pilfers as he goes 
Some youthful grace, that age would gladly keep; 
A toolJi or auburn lock, and by degrees 
Their length and colour from the locks they spare ; 
The elastic spring of an unwearied foot. 
That mounts the stile with ease, or leaps the fence, 
That play of lungs, inhaling and again 
Respiring freely the fresh air, that makes 
Swifl pace or steep ascent no toil to me. 
Mine have not pilfer'd yet ; nor yet impaired 

Q 2 
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My relish of fair prospect; scenes that soothed 

Or charm'd me young, no longer young, I find 

Still soothing, and of power to charm me still. 

And witness, dear companion of my ^alks, 

Whose arm this twentieth winter I perceive 

Fast lock'd in mine, with pleasure such as love. 

Confirmed by long experience of thy worth, 

And well tried virtues, could alone inspire — 

Witness a joy that thou hast doubled long. 

Thou know'st my praise of nature most sincere, 

And that my raptures are not conjured up 

To serve occasions of poetic pomp. 

But genuine, and art partner of them all. 

How oft upon yon eminence our pace 

Has slackened to a pause, and we have borne 

The ruffling wind, scarce conscious that it blew, 

While Admiration, feeding at the eye, 

And still unsated, dwelt upon the scene. 

Thence with what pleasure have we just discerned 

The distant plough slow moving, and beside 

His labouring team, that swerv'd not from the track. 

The stiu*dy swain diminished to a boy I 

Here Ouse, slow winding through a level plain 

Of spacious meads, with cattle sprinkled o*er, 

Conducts the eye along his sinuous coiu*se 

Delighted. There, fast rooted in their bank. 

Stand, never overlooked, our favourite elms, 

That screen the herdsman's solitary hut ; 

While far beyond, and overthwart the stream. 

That, as with molten glass, inlays the vale. 
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The sloping land recedes into the clouds ; 
Displa3dng on its varied side the grace 
Of hedge-row beauties numberless, square tower, 
Tall spire, from which the sound of cheerful bells 
Just undulates upon the listening ear, 
Groves, heaths, and smoking villages, remote. 
Scenes must be beautiful which, daily view'd, 
Please daily, and whose novelty survives 
Long knowledge and the scrutiny of years - 
Praise justly due to those that I describe. 

Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds, 
Exhilarate the spirit, and restore 
The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds, 
That sweep the skirt of some far-spreading wood 
Of ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The dash of Ocean on his winding shore, 
And lull the spirit while they fill the mind ; 
Unnumbered branches waving in the blast. 
And all their leaves fast fluttering, all at once. 
Nor less composure waits upon the roar 
Of distant floods, or on the sofler voice 
Of neighbouring fountain, or of rills that slip 
Through the clefl rock, and, chiming as they fall 
Upon loose pebbles, lose themselves at length 
In matted grass, that with a livelier green 
Betrays the secret of their silent course. 
Nature inanimate employs sweet sounds, 
But animated nature sweeter still. 
To soothe and satisfy the human ear. 
Ten thousand warblers cheer the day, and one 
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The livelong night: nor these alone, whose notes 
Nice-finger*d Art must emulate in vain, 
But cawing rooks, and kites that swim sublime 
In still repeated circles, screaming loud, 
The jay, the pie, and e'en the boding owl, 
That hails the rising moon, have charms for me. 
Sounds inharmonious in themselves and harsh. 
Yet heard in scenes where peace for ever reigns. 
And only there, please highly for their sake. 

Peace to the artist, whose ingenious thought 
Devised the weather-house, that useful toy ! 
Fearless of humid air and gathering rains. 
Forth steps the man — an emblem of myself I 
More delicate his timorous mate retires. 
When Winter soaks the fields, and &male feet, 
Too weak to struggle with tenacious clay. 
Or ford the rivulets, are best at home. 
The task of new discoveries falls on me. 
At such a season, and with such a charge. 
Once went I forth ; and found, till then unknown, 
A cottage, whither ofl we since repair : 
*Tis perch'd upon the green hill top, but close 
Environed with a ring of branching elms. 
That overhang the thatch, itself unseen 
Peeps at the vale below ; so thick beset 
With foliage of such dark redundant growth, 
I caird the low-roof *d lodge the peasanis nest. 
And, hidden as it is, and far remote 
From such unpleasing sounds as haunt the ear 
In village or in town, the bay of curs 
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Incessant, clinking hammers, grinding wheels, 
And infants clamorous whether pleased or pain'd, 
Oft have I wished the peaceful covert mine. 
Here, I have said, at least I should possess 
The poet's treasure, silence, and indulge 
The dreams of fancy, tranquil and secure. 
Vain thought I the dweller in that still retreat 
Dearly obtains the refuge it affords. 
Its elevated site forbids the wretch 
To drink sweet waters of the crystal well ; 
He dips his bowl into the weedy ditch, 
And, heavy laden, brings his beverage home. 
Far fetched and little worth ; nor seldom waits, 
Dependent on the baker's punctual call, 
To hear his creaking panniers at the door, 
Angry and sad, and his last crust consumed. 
So farewell envy of the peasant's nest I 
If solitude make scant the means of life, 
Society for me ! — thou seeming sweet. 
Be still a pleasing object in my view ; 
My visit still, but never mine abode. 

Not distant far, a length of colonnade 
Invites \is. Monument of ancient taste. 
Now scorn'd, but worthy of a better fate. 
Our fathers knew the value of a screen 
From sultry suns ; and, in their shaded walks 
And -long protracted bowers, enjoy 'd at noon 
The gloom and coolness of declining day. 
We bear our shades about us ; self-deprived 
' Of other screen, the thin umbrella spread^ 
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And range an Indian waste without a tree. 
Thanks to Benevolus*— he ^ares me yet 
These chestnuts ranged in corresponding lines ; 
And, though himself so polish'd, still reprieves 
The obsolete prolixity of shade. 

Descending now (but cautious, lest too fast) 
A sudden steep upon a rustic bridge. 
We pass a gulf, in which the willows dip 
Their pendent boughs, stooping as if to drink. 
Hence, ankle-deep in moss and flowery thyme. 
We mount again, and feel at every step 
Our foot half sunk in hillocks green and soft. 
Raised by the mole, the miner of the soil. 
He, not unlike the great ones of mankind, 
Disfigures earth : and, plotting in the dark. 
Toils much to earn a monumental pile, 
That may record the mischiefs he has done. 

The summit gain'd, behold the proud alcove 
That crowns it I yet not all its pride secures 
The grand retreat from injuries impressed 
By rural carvers, who with knives deface 
The pannels, leaving an obscure, rude name, 
In characters uncouth, and spelt amiss. 
So strong the zeal to immortalize himself 
Beats in the breast of man, that e'en a few. 
Few transient years, won irom the abyss abhorr'd 
Of blanK oblivion, seem a glorious prize. 
And even to a clown. Now roves the eye ; 

* John Coartney Throckmorton, Esq. of Weston Under- 
wood. 
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And, posted on this speculative height, 
Exults in its oommand. The sheepfold here 
Pours out its fleecy tenants o'er the glebe. 
At first, progressive as a stream, they seek 
The middle field ; but, scattered by degrees. 
Each to his choice, soon whiten all the land.* 
There from the sunburnt hayfield homeward creeps 
The loaded wain ; while, lightened of its charge, 
The wain that meets it passes swiftly by ; 
The boorish driver leaning o'er his team 
Voctferous and impatient of delay. 
Nor less attractive is the woodland scene. 
Diversified with trees of every growth. 
Alike, yet various. .Here the gray smooth trunks 
Of ash, or lime, or beech, distinctly shine, 
Within the twilight of their distant shades ; 
There, lost behind a rising ground, the wood 
Seems sunk, and shortened to its topmost boughs. 
No tree in all the grove but has its charms, 
Though each its hue peculiar ; paler some, 
And of a wannish gray ; the willow such. 
And poplar, that with silver lines his leaf. 
And ash far stretching his umbrageous arm ; 
Of deeper green the elm ; and deeper still, 
Lord of the woods, the long surviving oak. 
Some glossy-leaved, and shining in the sun. 
The maple, and the beech of oily nuts 
Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve 
Diffusing odours : nor unnoted pass 
The sycamore, capricious in attire, 
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Now gr&en, now tawny, and, ere autumn yet 

Have changed the woods, in scarlet honours bright. 

0*er these, but far beyond (a spacious map 

Of hill and valley interposed between). 

The Ouse, dividing the well water'd land, 

Now glitters in the sun, and now retires. 

As bashful, yet impatient to be seen. 

Hence the declivity is sharp and short, 
And such the re-ascent ; between them weeps 
A little naiad her impoverished urn 
All summer long, which winter fills again. 
The folded gates would bar my progress now. 
But that the lord * of this enclosed demesne, 
Communicative of the good he .owns, 
Admits me to a share : the guiltless eye 
Commits no wrong, nor wastes what it enjoys. 
Refreshing change ! where now the blazing sun ? 
By short transition we have lost his glare. 
And stepp'd at once into a cooler clime. 
Ye fallen avenues I once more I mourn 
Your fate unmerited, once more rejoice 
That yet a remnant of your race survives. 
How airy and how light the graceful arch, 
Yef awful as the consecrated roof 
Re-echoing pious anthems I while beneath 
The chequered earth seems restless as a flood 
Brush'd by the wind. So sportive is the light 
Shot through the boughs, it dances as they dance, 
Shadow and sunshine intermingling quick, 

* See the foregoing note. 
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And darkening and enlightening, as the leaves 
Play wanton, every moment, every spot. 

And now, with nerves new braced and spirits 
cheer'd, 
We tread the wilderness, whose well rolFd walks, 
With curvature of slow and easy sweep- 
Deception innocent — give ample space 
To narrow bounds. The grove receives us next ; 
Between the upright shafts of whose tall elms 
We may discern the thresher at his task. 
Thump ailer thump resounds the constant flail, 
That seems to swing uncertain, and yet falls 
Full on the destined ear. Wide flies the chaff; 
The rustling straw sends up a frequent mist 
Of atoms, sparkling in the noonday beam. 
Come hither, ye that press your beds of down. 
And sleep not ; see him sweating o'er his bread 
Before he eats it. — *Tis the primal curse. 
But soften'd into mercy ; made the pledge 
Of cheerful days, and nights without a groan. 

By ceaseless action all that is subsists. 
Constant rotation of the unwearied wheel 
That Nature rides upon maintains her health, 
Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads 
An instant's pause, and lives but while she moves. 
Its own revolvency upholds the world. 
Winds from all quarters agitate the air. 
And fit the limpid element for use. 
Else noxious : oceans, rivers, lakes, and streams. 
All feel the freshening impulse, and are cleansed 
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By restless undulation : e'en the oak 
Thrives by the rude concussion of the storm : 
He seems indeed indignant, and to feel 
The impression of the blast with proud disdain, 
Frowning, as if in his unconscious arm 
He held the thunder : but the monarch owes 
Hii^ firm stability to what he scorns — 
More fix'd below, the more disturbed above. 
The law, by which all creatures else are bound, 
Binds man, the lord of all. Himself derives 
No mean advantage from a kindred cause, 
From strenuous toil his hours of sweetest ease. 
The sedentary stretch their lazy length 
When custom bids, but no refreshment find. 
For none they need : the languid eye, the cheek 
Deserted of its bloom, the flaccid, shrunk, 
And withered muscle, and the vapid soul. 
Reproach their owner with that love of rest 
To which he forfeits e'en the rest he loves. 
Not such the alert and active. Measure life 
By its true worth, the comforts it affords, 
And theirs alone seems worthy of the name. 
Good health, and, its associate in the most, 
Good temper : spirits prompt to undertake. 
And not soon spent, though in an arduous task; 
The powers of fancy and strong thought are theirs ; 
E'en age itself seems privileged in them. 
With clear exemption from its own defects. 
A sparkling eye beneath a wrinkled front 
The veteran shows, and, gracing a gray beard 
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With youthful smiles, descends toward the grave 
Sprightly, and old almost without decay. 

Like a coy maiden. Ease, when courted most, 
Farthest retires— an idol, at whose shrine 
Who oftenest sacrifice are favoured least. 
The love of Nature and the scenes she draws 
Is Nature's dictate. Strange I there should be found. 
Who, self-imprison'd in their proud saloons. 
Renounce the odours of the open field 
For the unscented fictions of the loom ; 
Who, satisfied with only penciFd scenes. 
Prefer to the performance of a God 
The inferior wonders of an artist's hand ! 
Lovely indeed the mimic works of Art ; 
But Nature's works far lovelier. I admire. 
None more admires, the painter's magic skill, 
Who shows me that which I shall never see. 
Conveys a distant country into mine. 
And throws Italian light on English walls 
But imitative strokes can do no more 
Than please the eye— sweet Nature every sense. 
The air salubrious of her lofty hills, 
The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales, 
And music of her woods —no works of man 
May rival these ; these all bespeak a power 
Peculiar, and exclusively her own. 
Beneath the open sky she spreads the feast ; 
'Tis.free to all — 'tis every day renew'd ; 
Who scorns it starves deservedly at home. 
He does not scorn it, who, imprison'd long 
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In some unwholesome dungeon, and a prey 

To sallow sickness, which the vapours, dank 

And clammy, of his dark abode have bred, 

Escapes at last to liberty and light : 

His cheek recovers soon its healthful hue ; 

His eye relumines its extinguished fires ; 

He walks, he leaps, he runs — is wing'd with joy, 

And riots in the sweets of every breeze. 

He does not scorn it, who has long endured 

A fever's agonies, and fed on drugs. 

Nor yet the mariner, his blood inflamed 

With acrid salts ; his very heart athirst 

To gaze at Nature in her green array. 

Upon the ship's tall side he stands, possess'd 

With visions prompted by intense desire : 

Fair fields appear below, such as he left 

Far distant, such as he would die to find — 

He seeks them headlong, and is seen no more. 

The spleen is seldom felt where Flora reigns; 
The lowering eye, the petulance, the frown. 
And sullen sadness, that o'ershade, distort, 
And mar the face of beauty, when no cause 
For such immeasurable woe appears. 
These Flora banishes, and gives the fair 
Sweet smiles, and bloom less transient than her own. 
It is the constant revolution, stale 
And tasteless, of the same repeated joys. 
That palls and satiates, and makes languid life 
A pedlar's pack, that bows the bearer down. 
Health sufiPers, and the spirits ebb ; the heart 



B. I. THE SOFA. 239 

Recoils from its own choice — at the full feast 

Is famish'd — finds no music in the song, 

No smartness in the jest ; and wonders why. 

Yet thousands still desire to journey on, 

Though halt, and weary of the path they tread. 

The paralytic, who can hold her cards. 

But cannot play them, borrows a friend's hand 

To deal and shuffle, to divide and sort 

Her mingled suits and sequences ; and sits. 

Spectatress both and spectacle, a sad 

And silent cipher, while her proxy plays. 

Others are dragg'd into the crowded room 

Between supporters ; and, once seated, sit, 

Through downright inability to rise. 

Till the stout bearers lift the corpse again. 

These speak a loud memento. Yet e'en these 

Themselves love life, and cling to it, as he 

That overhangs a torrent to a twig. 

They love it, and yet loathe it ; fear to die, 

Yet scorn the purposes for which they live. 

Then wherefore not renounce them? No — the dread. 

The slavish dread of solitude, that breeds 

Reflection and remorse, the fear of shame. 

And their inveterate habits, all forbid. 

Whom call we gay? That honour has been long 
The boast of mere pretenders to the name. 
The innocent are gay^ — the lark is gay, 
That dries his feathers, saturate with dew. 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the beams 
Of dayspring overshoot his humble nest. 
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The* peasant too, a witness of his song; 
Himself a songster, is as gay as he. . 
But save rae from the gaiety of those 
Whose headaches nail them to a noonday bed ; 
And save me too from theirs whose haggard eyes 
Flash desperation, and betray their pangs 
For property stripped off by cruel chance ; 
From gaiety, that fills the bones with pain, 
The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with woe. 
The Earth was made so various, that the mind 
Of desultory man, studious of change. 
And pleased with novelty, might be indulged. 
Prospects, however lovely, may be seen 
Till half their beauties fade ; the weary sight, 
Too well acquainted with their smiles, slides off 
Fastidious, seeking less familiar scenes. 
Then snug enclosures in the shelter'd vale, 
Where frequent hedges intercept the eye, 
Delight us ; happy to renounce awhile, 
Not senseless of its charms, what still we love. 
That such short absence may endear it more. 
Then forests, or the savage rock, may please, 
That hides the sea-mew in his hollow clefts 
Above the reach of man. His hoary head. 
Conspicuous many a league, the mariner. 
Bound homeward, and in hope already there, 
Greets with three cheers exulting. At his waist 
A girdk of half^ wither d shfubs he shows. 
And at his fe^t the baffled billows die. 
The conihionv overgrown- with fern, and rough 
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With prickly gone, that, shapeless and defonn'd, 
And dangerous to the touch, has yet its bloom, 
And decks itself with ornaments of gold. 
Yields no unpleasing ramble ; there the turf 
Smells fresh, and, rich in odoriferous herbs 
And fungous fruits of earth, regales the sense 
With luxury of unexpected sweets. 

There often wanders one, whom better days 
Saw better clad, in cloak of satin trimm'd 
With lace, and hat with splendid riband bound. 
A serving maid was she, and fell in love 
With one who left her, went to sea, and died. 
Her fancy follow'd him through foaming waves 
To distant shores ; and she would sit and weep 
At what a sailor suffers ; fancy too. 
Delusive most where warmest wishes are, 
Would oh anticipate his glad return. 
And dream of transports she was not to know. 
She heard the dolefid tidings of his death — 
And never smiled again ! • and now' she roams 
The dreary waste ; there spends the livelong day, 
And there, unless when charity forbids. 
The livelong night. A tatter'd apron hides, 
Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides, a gown 
More tatter'd still ; and both but ill conceal 
A bosom heaved with never-ceasing sighs. 
She begs an idle pin of all she meets. 
And hoards them in her sleeve ; but needful food. 
Though press'd with hunger oft, or comelier clothes, 
Though pinch'd with cold, asks never. — Kate is 
crazed! 

VOL. VI. B 
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I see a column of slow-rising smoke 
O'ertop the lofty wood that skirts the wild. 
A vagabond and useless trilie there eat 
Their miserable meal. A kettle* dung 
Between two poles upon a stick transverse, 
Receives the morsel — ^flesh obscene of dog, 
Or. vermin, or. at best of cock purloin'd 
From his accusiom'd perch. Hard-faring race ! 
They pick their fuel out of every hedge, 
Which, kindled with dry leaves, just saves un- 

quench'd 
The spark of life. The sportive wind blows wide 
Their fluttering rags, and shows a tawny skin, 
The vellum of the pedigree they claim. 
Great skill have they in palmistry, and more 
To conjure clean away the gold they touch, 
Conveying worthless dross into its place ; 
Loud when they beg, dumb only when they steal. 
Strange ! that a creature rational, and cast 
In human mould, should brutalize by choice 
His nature ; and, though capaHe of arts, 
By which the world might.prefit, and himself, 
Self-banish'd from society, prefer 
Such squalid sloth to honomttble toil ! 
Yet even these, though, feigning sickness oft. 
They swathe the forehead, drag the limping limb. 
And vex their flesh with artificial sores, 
Can change their whine into a mirthful note 
When safe occasion offers ; and with dance. 
And music of the bladder and the bag, 
Beguile their woes, and make the woods resound. 
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Such health and gaiety of heart enjoy 

The houseless rovers of the sylvan world ; 

And, breathing wholesome air, and wandering much. 

Need other physic none to heal the effects 

Of loathsome diet, penury, and cold. 

Blest he, though undistinguished from the crowd 
By wealth or dignity, who dwells secure, 
Where man, by nature fierce, has laid aside 
His fierceness, having learnt, though slow to learn, 
The manners and the arts of civil life. 
His wants indeed are many ; but supply 
Is obvious, placed within the easy reach 
Of temperate wishes and industrious hands. 
Here virtue thrives as in her proper soil ; 
Not rude and surly, and beset with thorns, 
And terrible to sight, as when she springs 
(If e'er she spring spontaneous) in remote 
And barbarous climes, where violence prevails. 
And strength is lord of all ; but gentle, kind, , 
By culture tamed, by liberty refreshed. 
And all her fruits by radiant truth matured. 
War and the chase engross the savage whole ; 
War foUow'd for revenge, or to supplant 
The envied tenants of some happier spot : 
The chase for sustenance, precarious trust ! 
His hard condition with severe constraint 
Binds all his faculties, forbids all growth 
Of wisdom, proves a school, in which he learns 
Sly circumvention, unrelenting hate, 
Mean self-attachment, and scarce aught beside. 

r2 
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Thus fere the shivering .natives of the no^h, , 

And thus the rangers, of the western world, 

Where it advances fer into the deep; 

Towards the antarctic. E'en the favour'd isles, 

So latelj foundf although the constant sun ,. 

Cheer all their se^ons with a grateful smile. 

Can boast but little virtue ; and, inert ' , 

Through plenty, lose in morals what they gain . 

In manners — victims of luxurious ease. 

These therefore I can pity, placed remote 

From all that science traces, art invents. 

Or inspiration teaches ; and enclosed 

In boundless oceans, never to be pass'd 

By navigators uninformed as they. 

Or plough'd perhaps by British bark again : ■ 

But, f^ beyond the rest, and with most, cause, 

Thee, genUe savage I * whom no love of th^e ' . 

Or thine, , but curiosity, perhaps, ,. i. 'i 

Or else vain-glory, prompted us to draw 

Forth from thy native bowers, to show thee liere ' _ 

With what superior skill we can abuse 

The gills of Providence, and squander life. 

The dream is past; and thou hast found again 

Thy cocoas and bananas, palms and yams, ' / 

And homestall thatch*d with leaves. But hast thou 

found 
Their former charms ? And, having seen our state* 
Our palaces, our ladies, and our pomp 
Of equipage) our gardens, and oiir sports, 
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And heard our music ; are thy simple fi*iends, 
Thy simple fare, and all thy plain delights 
As dear to thee as once ? And have thy joys 
Lost nothing by comparison with ours ? 
Rude as thou art, (for we returned thee rude 
And ignorant, except of outward show,) 
I cannot think thee yet so dull of heart 
*And spiritless, as never to regret 
Sweets tasted here, and left as soon as known. 
Methinks I see thee straying on, the beach. 
And asking of the surge that bathes thy foot, 
If ever it has washed our distant shore. 
I see thee weep, and thine are honest tears, 
A patriot's for his country : thou art sad 
At thought of her forlorn and abject state, 
From which no power of thine can raise her up. 
Thus Fancy paints thee, and, though apt to err. 
Perhaps errs little when she paints thee thus. 
She tells me, too, that duly every mom 
Thou climb'st the mountain top, with eager eye 
Exploring far and wide the watery waste 
For sight of ship from England. Every speck 
Seen in the dim horizon turns thee pale 
With conflict of contending hopes and fears. 
But comes at last the dull and dusky eve. 
And sends thee to thy cabin, well prepared 
To dream all night of what the day denied. 
Alas I expect it not. We found no bait 
To tempt us in thy country. Doing good. 
Disinterested good, is not our trade. 
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We travel far, 'tis true, but not for nought ; 
And must be bribed to compass Earth again 
By other hopes and richer fruits than yours. 

But though true worth and virtue in the mild 
And genial soil of cultivated lifb 
Thrive most, and may perhaps thrive only there, 
Yet not in cities ofl : in proud, and gay, 
And gain-devoted cities. Thither flow, 
As to a coilimon and most noisome sewer, 
The dregs and feculence of every land. 
In cities foul example on most minds 
Begets its likeness. Rank abundance breeds, 
In gross and pamper 'd cities, sloth, and lust, 
And wantonness, and gluttonous excess. 
In cities vice is hidden with most ease, 
Or seen with least reproach ; and virtue, taught 
By frequent lapse» can hope no triumph there 
Beyond the achievement of successful flight. 
I do confess them nurseries of the arts. 
In which they flourish most ; where> in the beams 
Of warm encouragement^ and in the eye 
Of public note, they reach their perfect size. 
Such London is, by taste and wealth proclaimed 
The fairest capital of all the world. 
By riot and incontinence the worst. 
There, touch'd by Reynolds, a dull blank becomes 
A lucid mirror, in which Nature sees 
All her reflected features. Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a stone, 
And Chatham's eloquence to marble lips. 
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Nor does the chisel occupy alone 
The powers of sculpture, but the style as much ; 
Each province of her art her equal care. 
With nice incision of her guided steel 
She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a soil 
So sterile with what charms soe'er she will, 
The richest scenery and the loveliest forms. 
Where finds Philosophy her eagle eye, 
With which she gazes at yon burning disk 
CJndazzled, and detects and counts his spots ? 
In London : where her implements exact» 
With which she calculates, computes, and scans 
All distance, motion, magnitude, and now 
Measures an atom, and now girds a world ? 
In London. Wha*e has commerce such a mart, 
So rich, so thronged, so drained, and so supplied, 
As London-^-«opulent, enlarged, and still 
Increasing London ? Babylon of old 
Not more the glory of the earth than she, 
A more accomplish 'd world's chief glory now. 

She has her praise. Now mark a spot or two, 
That so much beauty would do well to purge ; 
And show this queen of cities, that so fair 
May yet be foul ; so witty, yet not wise. 
It is not seemly, nor of good report. 
That she is slack in discipline ; more prompt 
To avenge than to prevent the breach of law : 
That she is rigid in denouncing death 
On petty robbers, and indulges life 
And liberty, and ofltimes honour too, 
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To peciilattoft of die ptiblic g^d^ , : 

That thieves at hbme must hang ; but lee; that puts 

Into'hb overgorged and bloated purse ' ' - 

The wedth of Indian [XDvinces, escapes. '^ 

Nor is it w6U, nor can it come to good, 

That, tlirough profane and infidel contenpt 

Of holy writ, she has priestHned to wsmvH < > 

And abrogate, as roundly as she may, - ' 

The total ordinance and will of God ; 

Advancing Fashion to the post of Truth, 

And centering all authority in modes 

And customs of her own, till sabbath rites 

Have dwindled into unrespected forms. 

And knees and hassocks are well nigh divorced. 

God made the country, and man made the town. 
What wonder then that health and virtue, gifts 
That can alone make sweet the bitter draught 
That life holds out to all, should most abound 
And least be tlireaten'd in the fields and groves ? 
Possess ye, therefore, ye who, borne about 
in chariots and sedan^ know no fatigue 
But that of idleness, and taste no scenes 
But such as art contrives, possess ye still 
Your element; there only can ye shine; 
There only minds like yoiirs can do no harm. 
Our groves were planted to console at noon 
The pensive wanderer in their shades. At eve 
The moonbeam, sliding softly in between 
The sleeping leaves, is all the light they wish, 
Birds warbling all the music. We can spare 
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The splendour of your lamps; they t>V( (9clipa^, 
Our 9«ifter stiteltiter Your songd confound 
Our more harmonious notes ; the thrush deparU^ 
Scared, and the offended nightingale is mute. 
There is a public mischief in your mirth ; / 

It plagues your countary. Folly such as yours, 
Graced with a sword, and worthier of a fan. 
Has made, what enemies could ne'er have done. 
Our arch of empire, stedfast but for you, 
A mutilated structure, soon to fall. 
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of their common fellowship in sorrow — Prodigies enum\»i 
rated— Sicilian earthquakes — Man rendered obnoxious to these 
calamities by sin — God the agent in them — ^The philosp]^!^ 
that stops at secondary causes reproved— Our own late mis- 
carriages accounted for — Satirical notice taken of our trips to 
Fontainbleau-— But the pulpit, not satire, the proper engiiie 
of reformation— The reverend adyertiser of engrared senao/oir^ 
— Petit-maltre parson — The good preaohar^wPiotuire «f a 
theatrical clerical coxcombs-Story-tellers and jesters in t^p 
pulpit reproved — Apostrophe to popular applause— Retailers 
of ancient philosophy expostulated with — Sum of the whole 
matter— Effects of sacerdotal mismanagement ofn the laity>—' 
Their folly and extraraganee~-The ausefaieft ef profnsioa--^. 
Profusion itself, with all its consequent evils, ascribed, as t<| 
its principal cause, to the want of discipline in the universv* 
ties. 
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THE TIME-PIECE. 



Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness. 

Some boundless contiguity of shade, 

Where rumour of oppression and deceit, 

Of unsuccessful or successful war, 

Might never reach me more I My ear is pain'd^ 

My: soul is siek, with every day's report 

Of wrong and outrage with which earth is fiird. 

There is no flesh in man's obdurate heart. 

It does not feel for man ; the natural bond 

Of broUierhood is severed as the flax 

Thftt £idls asunder at the touch of fire. 

He finds his feSow guilty of a skin 

Not coloured like his own ; and, having power 

To enforce the wrong, for such a worthy cause 

Dooms and devotes him as his lawful prey. 

Lands intersected by a narrow frith 

Abhor each other. Mountains interposed 

Make enemies of nations, who had else 

Like kindred drops been mingled into one. 

Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys ; 

And, worse than all, and most to be deplored, 
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As human nature's broadest, foulest blot, 
Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his sweat 
With stripes,' that Mercy, with a bleeding heart, 
Weeps when she sees inflicted on a beast. 
Then what is man ? And what man, seeing this. 
And having human feelings, does not blush. 
And hang his head, to think himself a man ? 
I would not have a slaye to till my ground, 
To carry me, to fan me while I sleep. 
And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever eani'd. 
No : dear as freedom is, and .in my heart's 
Just estimation prized above all price, 
I had much rather be myself the slave. 
And wear the bonds, than ^ten them on him. 
We have no slaves at home :— ^then why abroad ? 
And they themselves, once ferried o'er the wave 
That parts us, are emancipate and loosed. 
Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their lungs 
Receive our air, that moment they are free ; 
They touch our country, and their shackles fall. 
That's noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then. 
And let it circulate through every vein 
Of all your empire ; that where Britain's power 
Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

Sure there is need of social intercourse, 
Benevolence, and peace, and matual aid. 
Between the nations in a world that seems 
To toll the death-bell of its own decease. 
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And by the voice of all its elements 

To preach the g^ieral doom.* When were the winds 

Let slip with such a warrant to destroy ? 

When did the waves so haughtily o'erleap 

Their ancient barriers, deluging the dry ? 

Fires from beneath, and meteorsf from above, 

Portentous, unexampled, unexplained, 

Have kindled beacons in the skies ; and the old 

And crazy earth has had her shaking fits 

More frequent, and foregone her usual rest. 

Is it a time to wrangle, when the props 

And pillars of our planet seem to &il, 

And Nature! with a dim and sickly eye 

To wait the dose of all ? But grant her end 

More distant, and that prophecy demands 

A longer respite, unaccomplished yet ; 

Still they are frowning signais, and bespeak 

Displeasure in his breast who smites the earth 

Or heals it, makes it languish or rejoice. 

And 'tis but seemly, that, where all deserve 

And stand exposed by common peccancy 

To what no few have feh, there should be peace, 

And brethren in calamity should love. 

Alas for Sicily I rude fragments now 
Lie scatter'd where the shapely column stood. 
Her palaces are dust. In all her streets 

* Alluding to the calamities in Jamaica. 
t Augrust 18, 1783. 

t Alluding to the fog that covered both Europe and Asia 
during the whole Biiiiimer of 1783. 
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The voice of sii^ii^ and the spri^tly chord 

Are silent. Reveifyy and dance, and show 

SuiFer a syncope and solemn pause ; 

While God perfyms upon the trembling stage 

Of his own works his dreadful part al(Hie. 

How does the earth receive him ? — with what signs 

Of gratulation and delight, her king ? 

Pours she not all her choicest fhuts abroad, 

Her sweetest flowers, her aromatic gums, 

Disclosing Paradise where'er he treads ? 

She quakes at his approach. Her hollow womb, 

Conceiving thunders, through a thousand deeps 

And fiery caverns, roars beneath his foot. 

The hills move lightly, and the mountains smoke^ 

For he has touch'd them. From the extremest point 

Of elevation down into the abyss 

His wrath is busy, and his frown is felt. 

The rocks fall headlong, and the valleys rise, 

The rivers die into offensive pools. 

And, charged with putrid verdure, breathe a gross 

And mortal nuisance into all the air. 

What solid was, by transformation strange. 

Grows fluid ; and the fix'd and rooted earth, 

Tormented into billows, heaves and swells, 

Or with vortiginous and hideous whirl 

Sucks down its prey insatiable. Immense 

The tumult and the overthrow, the pangs 

And agonies of human and of brute 

Multitudes, fugitive on every aide. 

And fugitive in vain. The syhran scene 
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Migrates upiifted { and, with all its toil 
Alighting id -far distant fields, fin^s out 
A new possessor, and sunriTes tiie diangeu 
Ocean has eaught the frenzy, and, upwrotight 
To an enornHras and o'erbearing height. 
Not by a mighty wind, hut by that voiee - 
Which winds and waves obey, invades the shore 
Resistless* Never such a sudden flood, 
Upridged so high, and sent on such a charge, 
Po6sess*d an inland scene. Where now the throng 
That press'd the beach, and, hasty to depart, 
Look'd to the sea for safety ? They are gone, 
G<Mie with the refluent wave into the deep — 
A prince with half his people I Ancient towers, 
And r6a^ embattled high, the gloomy scenes 
Where beauty oft and letter d worth consume 
Lile in the unproductive shades of death. 
Fall prone : the pale inhabitants come forth, 
And, happy in their un^eseen release 
FnHn all the rigours of restraint, enjoy 
The terrors of the day that sets tiiem free. 
Who then, that has thee, would not hold thee fast. 
Freedom ! whom they that lose thee so regret, 
That e'en a judgment, making way fi>r thee. 
Seems in their eyes a mercy for thy sake. 

Such evil sin hath wrought ; and such a flame 
Kindled in heaven, that it bums down to earth. 
And, in the furious inquest that it makes 
On God's behalf, ]ajs waste his fkirest works. 
The very elements, thou^ eadi he meant 
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The mim0t«» of mmh toaenre his v«at% 
Conspire against |iimj' Widi hi^ breath he idrisrs ' 
A plague int^his^blctxi $ todcMQiitit use 
Life's iiece8Slii7 'meaitsy init he iriust die. 
Storms rfse^to o*^ffwhMk kim i txt if stovmjr- winds) 
Rise not, the waters of tiie dbep shall ritey 
And, needing none assistance of the storm, 
Shall roll themselves ashore, and reach him fthese»- 
The earth shall shake him out of all his. holds, ■ 
Or make his house his grave : nor so content. 
Shall doanterfeit the motions oi the £ood. 
And drown him in her dry and dusty giiUb. ^,\ 
What then I — were they the wipked above «li,t.ii ■ 
And we the righteous, whose fast4nch(»'d isle)< i : 
Moved not, whUe theirs was rock'd, likcj aligiht Aift 
The sport of every wave ? No: none are ciMfm A 
And none than we more guilty^ Bob^ wberoi^.i/ 
Stand chargeable with guik, and to the shaftar . . \ I 
Of wrath obnoxious, God may choose /his VMakJtuV 
May punisb) if he please, the ieS8> to warn .< .' {,.-/ 
The more malignant. If he spaiod net themr im: / 
Tremble and be amazed at thine esca^feer • : r(» { 
Far guiltier England, lest he spare not thee I. J m * 
Happy tiie man who sees a God employed i tjn/ 
In all the good and ill that chequer life ! 'H v H 
Resolving all events, wiih their effisots * ,is, t* > 

And manifidd results^ iiktoitherW»iU< : " ui I 

And wrbittalion Wise of 4he&prenie. • () on/ 

Did not his eye ^^ok' all things^ i|iid ihtendi- > u' ifl 
The leiist bf «ur cidnceixns. (4no&£rotni &e IhastiHuci 
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The greatest «ft originttte ;) could chaooe 
Find place in his dcminion, or dii|)08e 
One lawless particle to. thwart his plan; 
Then God might be surprised^.and unforeseen . , ; 
Contingence' might alarm tubals and disturb - >^ 
The smooth and equal course of his affairs. « 

This truth Philosophy, though eagle-eyed 
In nalore's tendencies, oft overlooks ; 
And, having found his instrument, forgeta, 
Or disregards, or, more presumptuous still, 
Denies the power that wields it. God proclaims - 
His hot displeasure against foolish men, ' t 
That Iive< &a atheist life : involves the heaven t 
In tempdsts ; quits his grasp upon the winds, 
And gives them all their fury ; bids a plague ^ > - 
Kinfiea fiery boil upon the skin, 
And-putvefy the breath of blooming Health, r ' 
He califr fbr Famine, and the meagre fiend 
Blow^mUdew from between his shrivell'd lips» 
And taintsf^tfae golden ear. He springs his.miiiety 
And desofitftee a nation at a blasts . 
Forth steps the spruce philosc^^r, and tells 
Of homogeneal and discordant springs < i > 

And prtnoi|iks ; of causes, how tibey work . . '-. 
By necessary laws their sure effects ; ■ \i. t 

Of action and reaction. He haa found , ^ . t 

The source of the disease > that nature fbels,. . . , > / 
And bids the worid.tdke.hestrtBiid bamsh fy^hi.f 
ThoufooLfivwiiibhy disootety.ofittheii^use . .1 mil 

Suspend) tine effect, )0Rj^^al.al^»iHas.iK>VGp4)i )-::' 

s 2 
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Still wrought by means since first he made theVorfcf? 
And did he nbt of old employ his means ' ' 
To drown it ? What is his creation less 
Than a capacious reservoir of means ' * ^ 

Form'd for his use, and ready at his wilt? 
Go, dress thine eyes with eye-salve ; asfe of him,' * 
Or ask of whomsoever he has taught ; '* 

And learn, though late, the genuine cause of tUL ' 
England, with all thy faults, I love thee still— ' ' 
My country I and, while yet a nook is left ' 
Where English minds and manners may be fbtmd^' 
Shall be constrained to love thee. Though thy cfiitte 
Be fickle, and thy year most part deform'd' ' '"' 
With dripping rains, or withered by a frost, ' '^ ' ' ' 
I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies, ' ''^ 
And fields without a flower, for warmer France"" 
With all her vines ; nor for Ausonia*s groves ^' 
Of golden fruitage, and her myrtle bowens. ' \ ' 
To shake thy senate, and from heights subTim^"' 
Of patriot eloquence to flash down fire ' '* 

Upon thy foes, was never meant my task: 
But 1 can feel thy fortunes, and partake ' "'^ 

Thy joys and sorrows, with as true a heart ' * * 
As any thunderer there. And I can feel ^\ 

Thy follies too ; and with a just disdain ' ' 

Frown at effeminates, whose very looks ' " 

Reflect dishonour on the land I love. " *' * 

How, in the name of soldiership and sense, ' ^ 
ShouUJEngland prosper, when such things, as sifiooui 
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And tender as a girl, all essenced o'er 

With odours, and as profligate as sweet ; 

Who sell their laurel for a myrtle wreath, 

And love when they should fight ; when such as 

these 
Presume to lay their hand upon the ark 
Of her magnificent and awful cause ? 
Time was when it was praise and boast enough 
In every clime, and travel where we might, 
That we were bom her children. Praise enough 
To fill the ambition of a private man, 
That Chatham's language was his mol^r tongue, ' 
And Wolfe's great name compatriot with his own. 
Farewell those honours, and farewell with them 
The hope of such hereafler I They have fallen 
Each in his field of glory ; one in arms, 
And one in council — Wolfe upon the lap 
Of smiling Victory that moment won, 
And Chatham heart-sick of his country's shame ! 
They made us many soldiers. Chatham, still 
Consulting England's liappiness at home, 
Secured it by an unforgiving frown, 
If any wrong'd her. Wolfe, where'er he fought, 
Put so much of his heart into his act. 
That his example had a magnet s force. 
And all were swift to follow whom all loved. 
Those suns are set. Oh rise some other such ! 
Or all that we have left is empty talk ' 

^ Of old achievements and despair of txew. 

Now hoist the sail, and let Uie streamers fl^Ht " 



Upoatbe wajEktaa lH*eeees. Strew the deck 
With lavender^ duod sprinkle liquid sweeto, 
That norradesamaiir maritiine kivade ' 

The nose-o£ niee ziobility I Breadie soft, > I 

Ye clarionets ; and softer still, ye flutes ; ' 
That winds andiwaters, lulFd by magic sounds^ -' 
May bear us smoothly to the GraUic shore 2 ' " < / 
True, we hare lost mi empire— let it passi ' •' 
True ; we may thank the perfidy of Fram^^ 
That pidkfd the jewel out of England's crowny ' 
With all the cunning of an envious shrew. •' <' ^ 

And let that pass^^'twas but a trick of state ! •'••-' 
A brave man knows no malice, but at onea- • >< »" f 
Forgets m peace the injuries of war, »'" » *; ^-^ 

And gives his direst foe a friend's embi^ce.);'^ ^Ui'f^ 
And, shamed as we have been, to ^be very* t>eitKdri 
Braved and defied, and in our own sea pn)v^ 'i 'j1 i 
Too weak for ttose decisive blows that'onee^^ i>:>h 1 
Ensured us mastery there, we yet vetain^ << i ri ^u^ 
Some small^ pre-eminence ; we justly boast • ' •" 1 ( > 
At least superior jockeyship, and claim - • • > u >' t<<i, ^ 
The honours of the turf as all our own I . " njt /i / 
Go then, well worthy of the praise ye seek^ • /'^l 1 
And show the shame ye might conceal atsfaQaii^ <iH 
In toeign ey&B I**-be grooms and winrthe pMte^iriT 
Where once your noWer fathers! won aczown V*-iub 
Tis generous to comftumicate your > ekill •; • » v bn / 
To those that ne^d it 1> > Folly is soon 'leaimfdoiuo'/f 1 
And undep 'sudi >preQepter s. wiw can; i&iU ■' >iuhk : 18 
Therei^fapleaswcQinriiQstic pnita^< •"> nd^ j Tf 
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Which wAfi poet9 know. The Biiiftsfuicl tums^ ' 

The expedienlSr and .mveiitioii& makilbrbiv ^ • < ' > ''^ 

To which the maadfweaartBy inoinee of^feeras • i 

Though apt^' yet coy, and 4ilBi?«rit. ■ to <wift»-^ < 

To arrest the fleetiiig images thab*^ . ^ 

The ^odiivor of the- miii4 s^d hoUL them fitst) ' 

And force them mi till he has ftdneil'd oiF 

A faithful Uk^neas of the fbrara he views : 

Then to diispose his copies iRtth such art, - • 1 

That each may find its most pvopitious lights 

And shine by. situation^ hardly less 

Than by the labour and the skill it cost; 

Are occupations of the poet's mind 

So pleasing, and that steal away the thought' - 

With such -address &om themes ef sad import^ 

Tlhat^MJost in his own musings, happy man ! 

He feelS't^e anxieties of life, denied 

Their wonted entertainment, all retire^ 

Such joys has he that Mngs. But ah I not such, ^ 

Or seldonfr'fiueh^ ^be hearers <^ his son^. 

Fastidious, or. else listless, or perhaps 

Aware of nothmg^ arduous in a task 

They neicer undertook, they little note 

His dangera or escapes, and haply find 

Their kast amusement wfa^:*e he found the .mostk 

But id amosement all? Studious of song, ' 

And yet ambitious' not to sing ia vaiit, • _ - 

I wouldmatdsifle/moriely^ tihoiigb ^the warld • p i 

Be loudest ihiidieinpvldseiidio drnoimore* :>< . ^m/ 

Yet what can satinoj whsAen gnr^e oc ga^ ?« < .li 



It may correct a fdble, niayclullti«» ' 
The freaks? «ffetlliMi5 regulaift^ tiie di^flft^ 
Retrendi a sfrord-bkdc, oridl^lace a patob; ' ' 
But where are its BfdHimer trophies fqund ? 
What vice has it sufoduei? whose heart rednm^ ' 
By rigour? or whotn'laugh'd into rciferm? 
Alas ! Leviathan is not so tamed : ... 

Laugh'd at, he laughs again ; and, strideen hard, 
Turns to the stroke his adamanthie scales^ 
That fear no discipline of human hands. 

The pulpit, therefore (and I name it iiird 
With solemn awe, that bids me trell beware 
With what intent I touch that holy thing)^-«- ' - 
The pulpit (when the satirist has at last, ^> • 

Struttitig and vapouring in an empty scho^, • < * 
Spent all his force, and made no proselyte)*^ <• ' 
I say the pulpit (in the sober use ' 

Of its legitimate; peculiar powers) 
Must stand acknowledged, while the worM diall: : 

stand, 
The most important and eiectual guard, 
Support, and ornament of Virtue's cause* 
There stands the messenger of truth : there stands 
The legate of the skies I— His theme divine, ' 

His oiRce sacred, his credentials clear. 
By him the vidated law speaks out 
Its thunders ; and by him, in strains as sweet 
As angels use, the Gospel whispers peace. 
He stablishes the strongs restores the weak,- 
Reclaitts the* wanderer, bindb the broken heart, 
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And, arm*d himself in panoplj eomplefte . 
Of heavenly taanptr, furnishes with afma » ..u 
Bright as iiis own, and trains^ by every rule 
Of holy dSscipliae, to glorious war, • . > i 

The sacramental host of Grod's elect! • • /, 

Are all such teachers ? — would to heaven i^.w^rel 
But hark — the doctor's voice I — ^&st wedged b^ 
tween - • 

Two empirics he stands, and with swoln cheeks 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Keener far 
Than all invective is his bold harangue, 
While through that public organ of report . / 
He hails the clergy ; and, defying shame» 
Announces to the world his own and theirs ! 
He teaches those to read, whom schools dismiss'd,^ 
And colleges, untaught ; sells accent, tone,. 
And emphasis in score, and gives to prayer 
The adagio and andante it demands. 
He grinds divinity of other days 
Down into modem use ; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the eyes 
Of gallery critics by a thousand arts. 
Are there who purchase of the doctor's ware ? 
Oh, name it not in Galii I — it cannot be, 
That grave and learned clerks should need soeh aid. 
He doubtless is in sport, and does but droll. 
Assuming thus a rank unknown before — 
Grand caterer and dr3murse of the church I . ' t 

I venerate the man- whose heart iswancn^ 
Whose hands are pare^ wihose doctvine an4 iHfb^Si^ 
life, 
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Coincident, exhUut lucid proof 
That he is hfmestiin the sacred catisei *' 

To such 1 render. more than mere respect, * f 

Whose acdons say that they respect t]iemselt«B« ^ 
But.^o^e in morals, and in manners vain^ - ' ■ ' ' 
In canvcTfiation frivolous, in dress '^ 

Extreme, elxonce rapacious and profiise ; ' 

Frequent bi park with lady at his side, ' ' ' 

Amtilingaad prattling scandal as he goes ; ' ' 

But rare at home, and never at his books, ' 
Or with his pen, save when he scrawls adard; 
Constant at routs, familiar with a round - ^ 

Of ladyships-^a stranger to thie poor ; ^ 

Ambitious of preferment for \Xa gold; ' ^ 

And :weU? prepared, by ignorance and sloth, * '^ 

By infidelity and love of world, ' 

To make God-s work a sinecure ; a slave ' ""^ 

To his own pleasures and his patron's pride r i • ' ^ 
From such apostles, O ye mitred heads, '•*» y() 

Preserve the church I and lay not careless* h^ds- ^ 
On skulls that cannot teach, and will not Tearn. " '^ 
Would I describe a preacher, such as Plaid, < ' ^' 
Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and owii<«^ 
Paul should hknself direct me. I would trace '^ • ^ ^ 
His ma8ter*«trokes, and draw from his design)* r ' 
I would express him simple^ grave, sincere; 
In doctrine uocorrupt; in language plain,' '•'/ 

And plain in manner ; decent, solemn', c^sie<* '" 
And national in< gesture.; nnaoife im^resb^d • . k < i // 
HimHelffxaa QiiiisdiouB^Qf !»» awflil charge,' ^ - ^ ' ^ 1 
And anxious mainly that the flock hd>lb6dl> • 
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May feel it too ; affectionate in look^ ' - 
And tender in addreBS) as well beoames 
A messenger iof grace to guilty men. j : . 
Beheld thepiictiire I Is it likeP^-Like whom ? 
The things, that mouni: the rostrum with a sktf)) 
And then skip down again; ptooounoeateKt') . 
Cry — ^hem ; und reading what they never wvote; 
Just fifleen minutes, huddle up their work^ 
And with a well-bred whisper dose the seene i 

In man or woman, but far most in mauf. 
And npost of all in man that ministers - >^ 

And serves jthe altar, in my soul I loathe 
All affectation. . 'Tis my perfect scorn ; I ' 

Object of my implacable dii^ust. . / 

What ! — ^will a man play tricks ? will he indulge • ' 
A silly fond conceit of his fair form, . 
And just proportion, fashionable mien^ 
And pretl^y f^ce, in f»*esence of his God ? 
Or will he seek to dazzle me with tropes, 
As.wMb the. diamond on his lily hand, 
And play, his brilliant parts before my eyeS) 
When J urn huwgry for the bread of life ? 
He ;mocka his Maker, prostitutes and shames ' 
His noble office, and, instead of truth, 
Displaying his own beauty, starves his flock I 
Thereforay avaunt all attitude, and stare^ 
And start theatric, practised at the gb^s I 
I seek diyjine aimplicity in him ' 

Who handles -things diivine ; . and all besides^ 
Tliough learn'd with Ubour, and though muoh^ * • 
adKsir>9d.n ^'1 if) .«.••.•■■ ; ...(......-) 'm;* 
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By curious eyf a and judgments ill inform'd. 
To me is odiou».^ the nasal twang 
Heard at coaventicley where worthy men. 
Misled by custom, strain celestial themes 
Through the press'd nostril^ spectacle-bestrid. 
Somei decent in demeanour while they preach. 
That task perfbrm'd, relapse into themselves ; 
And, having spoken wisely, at the close 
Grow wanton, and give proof to every eye, 
Whoe'er was edified, themselves were not ! . 

Forth comes the pocket mirror. — First we stroke . 
An eyebrow ; next compose a straggling lock ; 
Then with an air most gracefully performed 
Fall back into our seat, extend an arm, 
And lay it at its ease with gentle care, , ^ , 

With handkerchief in hand depending low : 
The better hand more busy gives the nose 
Its bergamot, or aids the indebted' eye , 

With opera glass, to watch the moving scene. 
And recognise the slow-retiring fair.^- 
Now this is fulsome ; and offends me more ,1 

Tha» in a churchman slovenly neglect ^ 

And rustic coarseness would* A heavenly mind . . 
May be indifferent to her house of clay^ . 

And slight the hovel as beneath her. care ; . 

But how a body so fantastic, trim, ., 

And quaint, in its depoi^tment and attire, j , 
Can lo^^fd ^eSfV^nJy mind — demands a doubt. 

He tbat'^egptiaHes between God and man, <. 
As God's aipi4)f^(;9^r, t;he gp[;and concerns . . , , 
Of judgment and of mercy, should beware 
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Of lightness in his speech. 'Tis ^tifiil ' 
To court a grin, when yoti should woo ftBocd ; ' 
To break a jest, when pity would inspif e 
Pathetic exhortation ; and to address 
The skittish fancy with facetious tales, 
When sent with God*s commission to the h*eart1 
So did not Paul. Direct me to a quip 
Or merry turn in all he ever wrote, • • ' 

And I consent you take it for your text, ■ ' 

Your only one, till sides and benches fail. " ''• 
No :' he was serious in a serious cause. 
And understood too well the weighty terms ■ ' 
That he had taken in charge. He woii!d ttot nUf6p 
To conquer those by jocular exploits ' - • 

Whom truth and soberness assail'd in vain. ' ^ 

O popular applause i what heart c^matt ' '^ 
Is proof against thy sweet seducing charms ?' 
The wisest and the best feel urgent need =^ - ' ' 
Of all their caution in thy gentlest gales ; '" 

But, sweird into a gust— who then, alas I 
With all his canvass set, and inexpert, 
And therefore heedless, can withstand thy powet* t 
Praise, from the rivel'd lips of toothless, bdld •' 
Decrepitude, and in the looks of lean ' - . ' ^ 

And craving Poverty, and in the bow - ... ^ 

Respectful of the smutchM artificer, • '^ 

Is oft too welcome,* and may mudi disturf^ ' ^ / 
The bias of the purpose. How much moF^, > •• ^ 
Pour'd forth by beauty splendid and polite, ' * ' 
In language soft as Adoration breads ? * < 
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Ahy spare joutiidoU think ihim.lluman.'StilL . :'* 
Channs he may l]»ive> hutthe ha»(&ailtie8 teo3 
Dote not too nwoh^. nor spoil what ye admore^ . 

All truth i)3 from, the ^ BeoapUierBidl source- • . -' 
Of light divi»Q4 But Kgypt, Greece, apad RdnoMeti i 
Drew from the 8tt?easa below. More &yoUr'd, we^ 
Drink, whefo We choose it, at the foualain-h^ad. > / 
To them it flow'd much n^ingled aJdd defiled. . i* ) 
With hinrtlul lerror, prejudice, and dreams . i ^ : 
Illusive of phik»s<^hy, so call'd, - > •• 

But falsely. Sages aflter sages strove 
In vain to filter off a crystal, draught < • < < 

Pure from the lees, which oflen more enhanced:^ ' ' 
The tdbirst than slaJ^ed it, and not seldom hfed v. o : { 
Intoxication amd delirium wild. ,. ] i <i.\A 

In vain they push'd inq\iiry to the birth .it ti » \ ' 
And spring«-time of the world ; a^'d, WheHK^edsi iHfitf ? 
Why fiirm'd at all? and wherefore as heisrPfi .n .M 
Where.0i.Qst he find his Maker? wi^whatiritesi'l 
Adore him ? Will he hear, accept,, ai^d ble^i?/ 
Or does he sit regardless of his wodb ? w. in /H 
Has man. within him an immortal seed.? . , \,\, :\ 
Or does the tomb, take all? If he sunrive . -r-M/ 
His ashes, where? and in what .weal or woeim ,( * 
Knots worthy of solution, which done i<> 

A Deity could solve. , Their answers, >vagDei'j/-<. /I 
And aU at random, &bidous and d^rk* . , > * bn/ 
Lefl them a0>idark themselves^ Thefr ru}esieif>(]^ 
Defective land tUQsanetiODi'drpcciviedAoo weakm iiH 
Tobind^ieaYmiig.tippielit)e^flndJeftdj' ...= nd .(«T 
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Blind nature tipa God noit yet reveeFd. 

Tis R«nrektidD Bfttisfies bU doubto, 

Explaim^ all mysteries; exe^t heir eivny 

And so illuminates the path of life 

That fbols discover it, and stray no more. 

'Saw tell me, dignified and sapient sir, * - 

My taBSk of morals, nurtured m the shades 

Of AcademuB — is this false or true ? 

Is Christ the abler teacher, or the schools ? 

If Christ, then why resort at every turn 

To Athens or to Rome, for wisdom short 

Of man's occasions, when in him reside 

Grdee,- knowledge, comfort — ^an unfathom'd store ? 

How «ft^ when Paul has served us with a text, 

Has Epictetus, Plato, Tully, preach'd ! 

Men that, if now afive, would sit content 

Aiid) humble learners of a Saviour's worth. 

Preach it wha might. Such was their l^e of tfutk, 

Their^thirbt of knowledge, and th^r cai)dour too 1' 

And'thii^ it is.— The pastor, either vain 
By nature, or by flattery made so, taught • 

To gaze at his own splendour, and to exalt 
Absurdly^ not his office, but himself; 
Or unea%bten'd, and too proud to learn , 
Or vicious, and not therefore apt to teach ; 
Perverting often, by the stress of lewd 
And loose example, whom he should mstruct ; • 
E^dsei^' atid holds up to broad' dtsgi^aee ^ • . > . 
The noUest funcition, and disCredtta livdi »< * 
The brightest trttthstiiftfiifMn has ever aeeli^ ^ ^ 
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For gbMtly Gman^-Mf it eiliMr M 

Below the exigence, or be not back'd 

With show oEHve^ at least with iMpeful fivoof 

Of wme sineeritj on the giTer^s part ; 

Or be dishonour'd in the exterior ferta 

And mode of its conveyance bj sudi tricks, 

As move derision, or by foppi^ airs 

And histrionic mummery, that let down 

The pulpit to the level of the stage— 

Drops from the lips a diregarded thing. 

The weak perhaps are moved, but are not taught. 

While prejudice in men of stronger minds 

Takes deeper root, confirmed by what they see. 

A relaxation of religion's hold 

Upon the roving and untutor'd heart 

Soon follows, and, the curb of conscience snai^'d. 

The laity run wild.-^But do they now? 

Note their extravagance, and be tonvinced. 

As nations, ignorant of God, contrive 
A wooden one, so we, no longer tau^t 
By monitors that mother church supplies, 
Now make our own. Posterity wiD ask 
(If e'er posterity see verse of mine) 
Some fifty or a hundred lustnuns hence, 
What was a monitor in George's days ? 
My very gentle reader, yet unborn, 
Of whom 1 needs must augur better itogs, 
Since Heaven would sure grow weary of a world 
Productive only of a race like ours, 
A momUm is wood— jdank ediaven tiiin. 
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And, arm'd himself in panoplj complete . 
Of heavenly taanper, fornishes with arma < . • ..'i 
Bright a$ Jus own, and trains^ by every sule. . • * 
Of holy dMcipline» to glorious war, . > 

The sacramental host of God's elect I . <. 

Are all suoh teach0*8 ?^-* would to heaven dU.iwQr^ i 
But hark — the doctor's voice I — ^fast wedged bi^ 

tween - ' 

Two empirics he stands, and with swoln cheeks- 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Keener far 
Than all invective is his bold, harangue^ 
While through that public organ of report • / ' 
He hails the clergy ; and, def3dng shamC) . . 

Announces to the world his own and theirs I * 

He teaches those to read, whom schools dismiss'd,^ 
And colleges, untaught ; sells accent, tone,: 
And emphasis in score, and gives to prayer 
The adagio and andante it demands. 
He grinds divinity of other days 
Down into modern use ; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the eyes 
Of gallery critics by a thousand arts. 
Are ^lere who purchase of the doctor's ware ? 
Oh, name it not in Gath I — it cannot be, 
That grave and learned clerks should need siaeh aid. 
He doubtless is in sport, and does but droll. 
Assuming thus a rank unknown before-*-- 
Grand caterer and drjmurse of the church I t ' 

I venerate the man whose heart is. warw^ 
Whose hands are pnre» wihose 6octisia» an4 infl»Q$e 

life, 
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ADd inlrodiices huniger, frost, and woe, 

Where peaoa aod ha^NuUilky might reign^ 

What matt thai lives, «ad that knows homto Uve, 

Would &U to exhibit at the pufaUc shows 

A form as sptendid as the pioiidest there, 

Though appetite raise outcries at the cost ? 

A man of the town dines late, but soon enough, 

With reasonaUe Cbrecast and dispatch, 

To msure a side-box station at half-price. 

You think, perhaps, so delicate his dress, 

His daily ^e as delicate. Alas ! 

He picks clean teeth, and, busy as he aeems 

With an old tavern quill, is hungry yet I 

The rout is Folly's circle, which she draws «•• i 

With magic wand^ So potent is tbs speU* > n 

That none, decoy*d into that fatal ring, . ) 

Unless by Heaven's peculiar grace, escape- 

There we grow early gcay, but never wiae ; 

There form connexions, but acquire no firiepd ; 

Solicit pleasure, hopeless of sucosss ; 

Waste youth in occupations only fit 

For seqon4 childhood, and devote old age 

To sports which only childhood could e¥^ise- 

There they are hi^piest who dissemble best < 

Their weariness ; apd they the most polite 

Who squander time and treasure with a smile. 

Though at their own destruction* She that asks 

Her dear five hundred friends contemns them all. 

And hates their coming. They (what can they less ?) 

Make just r^N*isals ; and, with cringe and shrug, 
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And bow otMequiaws, hide their hate of her. 
All catch the freas^^ downward from her grace, 
Whose flambeaiix flaah agamst the morning skiet, 
And gild our chanber ceilings ai they pass, 
To her, who, frugal only that her thrift 
May feed excesses she can ill afibrd, 
Is hackney 'd home onlackey'd ; who, in haste 
Alighting, turns the key in her own door, 
And, at the watchman's lantern borrowing light, 
Finds a cold bed her only comfiirt left. 
Wives b^gar husbands, hmbands starve then- 
wives, 
On Fortune's velvet altar offering up 
Their last poor pittance — Fortune, most severe 
Of goddesses yet known, and costlier fyr 
Than all that held their routs in Juno's heaven. — 
So fare we in this prison-house, the world ; 
And 'tis a fearful spectacle to see 
So many maniacs dancing in their chains. 
They gaze upon the links that hold them last 
With eyes of anguieii, execrate their lot, 
Then shake them in despair, and dance agaiil ! 

Now baricet up the fiunily of plagues 
That waste our vitals ; peculation, sale 
Of honour, peijary, corruption, teuds 
By forgery, by subterfuge of hiw, 
By tricks and lies as numerous and as keen 
As the necessities their authors feel ; 
Then cast them, closely bundled^ every brat 
At the right door. Profusion is the sire. 
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Profusion unre8train'd» with all that's base 
In character, has litter'd all the land, 
And bred, within the memory of no few, 
A priesthood such as Baal's was of old, 
A people such as never was till now. 
It is a hmigry vice : — it eats up all 
That gives society its beauty, strength, 
Convenience, and security, and use : 
Makes men mere vermin, worthy to be trapp'd 
And gibbeted, as fast as catchpole claws 
Can seise the slippery prey : unties the knot 
Of union, and converts the sacred band. 
That holds mankind together, to a scourge. 
Profusion, deluging a state with lusts 
Of grossest nature and of worst effects. 
Prepares it for its ruin : hardens, blinds. 
And warps the consciences of public men. 
Till they can laugh at Virtue ; mock the fools 
That trust them ; and in the end disclose a hce 
That would have shocked Credulity herself, 
Unmask'd, vouchsafing this their sole excuse— 
Since all alike are selfish, why not they ? 
This does Profusion, and the accursed cause 
Of such deep mischief has itself a cause. 

In colleges and halls, in ancient dajrs, 
When learning, virtue, piety, and truth 
Were precious and inculcated with care. 
There dwelt a sage calFd Discipline. His head, 
Not yet by time completely silver 'd o'er, 
Bespoke him past the bounds of freakish youth, 
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But Strong for service still, and unimpaired. 

His eye was meek and gentle, and a smile 

Play'd on bis lips ; and in his speech was heard 

Paternal sweetness, dignity, and love. 

The occupation dearest to his heart 

Was to encourage goodness. He would stroke 

The head of modest and ingenuous worth, 

That blushed at its own praise; and press the youth 

Close to his side that pleased him. Learning grew 

Beneath his care a thriving vigorous plant ; 

The mind was well inform'd, the passions held 

SulK^rdinate, and diligence was choice. ^ 

If e'er it chanced, as sometimes chance it must, 

That one among so many overleap'd 

The limits of control, his gentle eye 

Grew stem, and darted a severe rebuke : 

His frown was full of terror, and his voice 

Shook the delinquent with such fits of awe 

As left him not, till penitence had won 

Lost favour back again, and closed the breach. 

But Discipline^ a faithful servant long. 

Declined at length into the vale of years : 

A palsy struck his arm ; his sparkling eye 

Was quench d in rheums of age ; his voice, un<> 

strung. 
Grew tremulous, and moved derision more 
Than reverence in perverse rebellious youth. 
So colleges and halls neglected much 
Their good old friend ; and Discipline at length, 
0'erlook*d and unemploy'd, fell si^k, and died. 
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Then Study laaguish'dy EmtilBtieii* slept> < 

And Virtue fled. The sdidols becbrae a scsene- 
Of solenm Avrce, where Ignorance in gliito» • ^ '• 
His cap well lined with logic not hn dwn^ ' ■' . • i ) 
With parrot tongue perfimn'd dn sohokn^B pUtt,' * ^ 1 
Proceeding soon a graduated dunce. >! t. ,i i 

Then compromise had place, and scnitiny t( * 

Became stone' bHnd ; pr eeedenee went in truck, • / 
And he was oompetoftt whose purse was bo. ' .^ > 
A dissolutioB of all bonds ensued ; ! . •■ i 

The curbs mTented for the mulish month' . • /\ 

Of headstrong youth were broken ; bars and faoitStVI 
Grew rusty by disuse ; and massy gates '-' » • •• i(i 
Forgot their office, opening with a touch; ^ i J 
Till gowns at length are found mere masquerade^" ^' 
The tasseFd cap and the spruce band a jest^ 
A mockery of the world I What need of these ! - 1 
For gamesters, jockeys, brothellera impure, ij- -)4 
Spendthrifts, and booted spor t smen, oftener .seem A 
With belted waist and pointers at their heck r. v n} 
Than in the bounds of duty ? Wha* ivwa leam'd^ /y 
If aught was learned in childhood, iafiiffgot; i I 

And such expense as pinches parents blue^ -. ff 

And mortifies the liberal hand of love, • /.'i 

Is squandered in pursuit of idle sports . i..^ 

And vicious pleasures ; buys the boy a name ' < V 
That sits a stigma on his &ther*s house, ■ * * 

And cleaves through life inseparably close / 

To him that wears it. What can aJPber-games 
Of riper joys, and commerce with the world, 
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The lewd vain world, that must receive him soon, 
Add to »ich erudition, thus acquired, 
Where science and where virtue are professed ? 
They may coa&na his habits, rivet fast 
His f<rily, but to spoil him is a task 
That bids defiance to the united powers 
Of fashion, dissipation, taverns, stews. 
Now blame yre most the nurslings or the nurse ? 
The children, crooked, and twisted, and deform'd, 
Through want of care ; or her, whose winking eye 
And slumbering oscitancy mars the brood ? 
The nurse, no doubt. Regardless <^ her chai^ 
She needs herself correction ; needs to learn 
That it is dangerous sporting with the world, 
With- things so saored as a nation's trust, 
The nurture of her youth, her devest pledge. 

All fffe not such. I had a brother once-*^ 
Peace to the memory of a man of worth, 
A man of letters, and of manners too I 
Of manners sweet as Virtue always wears, 
When gay good-nature dresses her in smiles. 
He graced a college,^ in which order yet 
Was sacred; and was honoured, loved, and wept 
By more than one, themselves conspicuous there. • 
Some minds are tempered h^^y, and mix'd 
With such ingredients of good sense and taste 
Of what is excellent in man, they thirst 
With such a zeal to be what they approve, 
That no restraints can circumscribe them more 

* Benet College, Cambridge 
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Than they themselves by clieioe,foMfiBdoin's sake. 

Nor can example hurt them ; what they see 

Of vice in others but enhancing more 

The charms of virtue in their just esteem. 

If such escape contagion, and emerge 

Pure from so foul a pool to shine abroad, 

And give the world their talents and themselves, 

Small thanks to those, whose negligence or«ldth 

Exposed their inexperience to the snare^ 

And left them to an undirected choice. 

See then the quiver broken and decay'd, 
In which are kept our arrows ! Rusting there 
In wild disorder, and unfit for use, 
What wonder, if, discharged into the world, 
They shame their shooters with a random flight. 
Their points obtuse, and feathers drunk with wine I 
Well may the church wage unsuccessful war, 
With such artillery arm'd. Vice parries i^ide 
The undreaded volley with a sword of straw. 
And stands an impudent and fearless mark. 

Have we not tracked the felon home, and found 
His birthplace and his dam ? The country mourns, 
Mourns because every plague that can infest 
Society, and that saps and worms the base 
Of the edifice that Policy has raised, 
Swarms in all quarters ; meets the eye, the ear. 
And suffocates the breath at every turn. 
Profusion breeds them ; and the cause itself 
Qf that calamitous mischief has been found : 
Found too where most offensive, in the skirts 
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Of the robed pedagogue I Else let the arraigned 
Stand up uneoaacious, and refute the charge 
So when the Jewish leader stretched his arm. 
And waved his rod divine, a race obscene, 
Spawned in the muddy beds of Nile, came forth, 
Polluting Egypt : gardens, fields, and plains 
Were cover'd with the pest; the streets were filFd; 
"pie croaking nuisance lurk'd in every nook ; 
Nor palaces, nor even chambers, scaped ; 
And the land stank — so numerous was the firy. 
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The minitti* of MUi^ to. aerve Jiis «iMil% 
Conspire against fumj- Witli hid. fareadi he driirB 
A plague into his- blobd $ ttid cHmot use ' 
Life's necessBTf wMaiis, init he must die. 
Storms rise to o*«nrbefail kfan : orifstomij. winds; 
Rise not, the waters of ite deep shall rise^ 
And, needing none assistance of the storm. 
Shall roll themselves ashore, and reach him these. 
The earth shall shake him out of all his holik> 
Or make his house his grave : nor so amtenty 
Shall counterfeit the motions of the floods 
And drown him in her dry and dusty gul6.- 
What then ! — were they the wipked above all,- . ' 
And we tlie righteous, whose fast-ench<v'd i^, • i 
Moved not, while theirs was rock'd, like alight dsift 
The sport of every wave ? JMo: none are elettm A 
And none than we more guilty- B^lb, wbere.fUl 1/ 
Stand chargeable with guik, and to the shafti^ > .r i 
Of wrath obnoxious, God nay choose /hiB roario^i.'^' 
I May punish, if he please, die lesS) to warn .:* / 

The more malignant* If he spared not thefn^ :h\ t 

Tremble and be amaaed at thine escape,- • * ;- « i 

Far guiltier England, lest he spare not thee I. .1 m > 

Happy tlie man who sees a God ea^iley'd : tj.i/ 

In all the good and ill that chequer life I ^n v^i 

Resolving all ev^its, wilh their effisots * >£ k 

And manifi^d resuitSy ihtothe «nll - h^ I 

And wrfoitraition irise of the&ipreBM. • <J on/ 

Did not his eye tulisaU things^ ^lid ihtendi> ■ un<n 

The leUst bf < «ur odnceHnbi (rfnoeBotn^ die leaatrHu^^ 
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The greatest «ft ongimta;) could elianoti 
FiimI place in. his dominioii, or dii|)08e 
One lawless- partide to. thwart his plan; 
Then God might be surprised), and un^^rese^n . , : 
Gontingenoe' might alarm hJsmt. and disturb - < 
The smooth and e^pal coarse of his affairs. < 

This truth Philosophy, though eaglereyed 
In Bitare's tendencies, oft overlooks ; 
And, ^ving found his instrument, forgets, 
Or disregards, or, more presumptuous still. 
Denies the power that wields it. God proclain^s* 
His hot displeasure against foolish men, * r 
That live'foi atheist life : involves the heaven < 
In teitop^sts ; quits his grasp upon the winds, 
Aln^ gAr^s them all their ftiry ; bids a plague ^ > - 
Kindie'a fiery boil upon the skin,. 
And 'putvefy t^ breath- of blooming Health. ( ' 
He calls >1^ diamine, and the meagre fiend 
Blowi9 mildew from between his shrivell'd lips» 
And taints 'the golden ear. He sprii^s h]S(minely 
And desotettee a nation at a blastr. 
Forth steps die spruce philosc^^r, and tells. 
Of homogeneal and discordant springs ■ { ■> 

And principles ; of causes, how idiiey work ; . ' . 
By necessary laws their sure effects ; Mi 

Of action and reaction. He has found 
The source of the disease that jmture fbels» . < . i , / 
And bids the world,take heart jond banish ft^4,.,/ 
Thou fooH. Will thy dijsootetjr.oflitheiipause . i Di(i 
Suspend the effect, K>pli0al;it?K}Has.i^l. G()4)i ). . 
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Still wrought by means since first he made the worlcf ? 
And did he not of old employ his means 
To drown it ? What is his creation less 
Than a capacious reservoir of means ^ 

Form'd for his use, and ready at his wilT? 
Go, dress thine eyes with eye-salve ; ask erf* him. 
Or ask of whomsoever he has taught ; 
And learn, though late, the genuine cause of idL 
England, with all thy faults, I love thee stiD-^ 
My country I and, while yet a nook is left 
Where English minds and manners may be fbtmd,' 
Shall be constrained to love thee- Though thy dhne 
Be fickle, and thy year most part deform'd' '*'" 
With dripping rains, or wither'd by a frost, 
I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies, ' ' 
And fields without a flower, for warmer FrArtcc' 
With all her vines ; nor for Ausonia*^s groves ^^ 
Of golden fruitage, and her myrtle boweft. ' ' ' ^ 
To shake thy senate, and from heights subTim^" 
Of patriot eloquence to flash down fire ' ' 

Upon thy foes, was never meant my task: 
But 1 can feel thy fortunes, and partake '^ "'^ 

Thy joys and sorrows, with as true a heart ' * 
As any thunderer there. And I can feel ^\ 
Thy follies too ; and with a just disdain ' ^ 

Frown at effeminates, whose very looks 
Reflect dishonour on the land I love. 
How, in the name of soldiership and sense, *' ' 
Should JBngland prosper, when such things, as sibddth 
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Aad tender as a girl, all essenced o'er 

With odours, and as profligate as sweet ; 

Who sell their laurel for a mjo'tle wreath, 

And love when they should flght ; when such ^s 

these 
Presume to lay their hand upon the ark 
Of her magnificent and awful cause ? 
Time was when it was praise and boast enough 
In every clime, and travel where we might. 
That we were bom her children. Praise enough 
To fill the ambition of a private man, 
That Chatham's language was his mother tongue, ' 
And Wolfe's great name compatriot with his own. 
Farewell those honours, and farewell with them 
The hope of such hereafter I They have fallen 
Each in his field of glory ; one in arms. 
And one in council — Wolfe upon the lap 
Of smiling Victory that moment won, 
And Chatham heart-sick of his country's shame t 
They made us many soldiers. Chatham, still 
Consulting England's happiness at home. 
Secured it by an unforgiving frown, 
If any wrong'd her. Wolfe, where*er he fought. 
Put so much of his heart into his act. 
That his example had a magnet s force. 
And all were swift to follow whom all loved. 
Those suns are set. Oh rise some other such I 
Or all that wc have left is empty talk ' 

. Of old achievements and despair of new. 

Now hoist the sail, and let the streameiis fItifAt " 
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As human nature's broadest, foulest blot, 
Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his sweat 
With stripesj that Mercy, with a bleeding heart, 
Weeps when she sees inflicted on a beast. 
Then what is man ? A^d what man, seeing this, 
And having human feelings, does not blush, 
And hang his head, to think himself a man ? 
I would not have a slaye to till my ground. 
To carry me, to fan me while I sleep. 
And tremble when I wake, for aU the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever eani'd. 
No : dear as freedom is, and in my heart's 
Just estimation prized above all price, 
I had much rather be myself the slave, 
And wear the bonds, than fisisten them on him. 
We have no slaves at home :— then why abroad ? 
And they diemselves, once ferried o'er the wave 
That parts us, are emancipate and loosed. 
Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their lungs 
Receive our air, that moment they are free ; 
They touch our country, and their shackles fall. 
That's noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then, 
And let it circulate through every vein 
Of all your empire ; that where Britain's power 
Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

Sure there is need of social intercourse, 
Benevolence, and peace, and mutual aid, 
Between the nations, in a world that seems 
To toll the death-bell of its own decease, 
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And by the voice of all its elements 

To preach the general doom.* When were tlie winds 

Let slip with such a warrant to destroy ? 

When did the waves so haughtily o'erleap 

Their ancient barriers, deluging the dry ? 

Fires from beneath, and meteorsf from above, 

Portentous, unexampled, unexplained, 

Have kindled beacons in the skies ; and the old 

And crazy earth has bad her shaking fits 

More frequent, and foregone her usual rest. 

Is it a time to wrangle, when the props 

And pillars of our planet seem to &il. 

And Nature X with a dim and sickly eye 

To wait the close of all ? But grant her end 

More distant, and that prophecy demands 

A longer respite, unaccomplished yet ; 

Still they are frowning signals, and bespeak 

Displeasure in his breast who smites the earth 

Or heals it, makes it languish or rejoice. 

And 'tis but seemly, that, where all deserve 

And stand exposed by common peccancy 

To what no few have fch, there should be peace, 

And brethren in calamity should love. 

Alas for Sicily I rude fragments now 
Lie scattered where the shapely column stood. 
Her palaces are dust. In all her streets 

* Alluding to the calamities in Jamaica. 
t August 18, 1783. 

t Alluding to the fog that covered both Europe and Asia 
during the whole sammer of 1783. 
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The voice of sii^;ii^ and the gpri^tly chord 

Are silent. Rerdnr, and dance» and show 

SdFer a syncope and solemn pause ; 

While God performs upon the trembling stage 

Of his own works his dreadful part alone. 

How does the earth receive him ? — ^with what signs 

Of gratulation and delight, her king ? 

Pours she not all her choicest fruits abroad, 

Her sweetest flowers, her aromatic gums. 

Disclosing Paradise where'er he treads ? 

She quakes at his approach. Her hollow womb, 

Conceiving thunders, through a thousand deeps 

And fiery caverns, roars beneath his foot. 

The hills move lightly, and the mountains smoke^ 

For he has touched them. From the extremest point 

Of elevation down into the abyss 

His wrath is busy, and his frown is felt. 

The rocks fall headlong, and the valleys rise, 

The rivers die into offensive pools. 

And, charged with putrid verdure, breathe a gross 

And mortal nuisance into all the air. 

What solid was, by transformation strange, 

Grows fluid ; and the fix'd and rooted earth, 

Tormented into biUows, heaves and swells. 

Or with vertiginous and hideous whirl 

Sucks down its prey insatiable. Immense 

The tumult and the overthrow, the pangs 

And agonies of human and of brute 

Multitudes, fugitive on every side. 

And fugitive in vain. The sylvan scene 
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Migrates i^ifledi and, witi) all its soil 
Ali^ting in -far ilistant fields, fid||8 mit 
A new possessor, and survives the change. 
Ocean has caught the frenzy, and, upwrott^t 
To an enormous and o'erbearing height, 
Not by a mi^ty wind, but by that voice • 
Which winds and waves obey, invades the shore 
Resistless. Never such a sudden flood, 
Upridged so high, and sent on such a charge, 
Possessed an inland scene. Where now the throng 
That press'd the beach, and, hasty to depart, 
Look'd to the sea for safety ? They are gone. 
Gone with the refluent wave into the deep — 
A prince with half his people I Ancient towers. 
And rooA embattled high, the gloomy scenes 
Where beauty oft and lettered worth consume 
Life in the unproductive shades of death. 
Fall prone : the pale inhabitants come forth, 
And, happy in their unforeseen release 
From all the rigoun of restraint, enjoy 
The terrors of the day that sets diem free. 
Who then, that has tJiee, would not hold thee hat. 
Freedom ! whom they that lose thee so regret, 
That e'en a judgment, making way for thee, 
Seems in their eyes a mercy for thy sake. 

Such evil sin hath wrought ; end such a flame 
Kindled in heaven, that it burns down to earth, 
And, in the furious inquest that it makes 
On Grod's behalf, lays waste his ftmst works. 
The very elements, though eadi lie meant 

VOL. VI. 8 
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The minittiv 6f iMUi^ to. werwe his viaiit% 
Conspire agaimt |umj Widi hi^. breath he driurs ' 
A plague into hi»^blobd $ tod cttmot nae • 
Life's necessarf wmis/fait he iriuBt die. 
Stoims rise %o oWwhefan hum t m^if stonnj. winds; 
Rise not, Uie waters of the deep shall risey - 
And, needing none adaistatice of. the storm. 
Shall roll themselves ashore, and reach Mm these.* 
The earth shall shake him out of all his.hokk^ 
Or make his house his grave : nor so cont^it, . :< 
Shall coonterfeit the motions of the £ood» . .1 < ' 
And drown him in her dry and dusty gul6.' '-i \ 
What then I — were they the wipked above, all, ri.d : 
And we the righteous, whose fast^anchw'd islei* .1 
Moved not, while theirs was rock'd, Ifte alight AiiK 
The sport of every wave ? l^i nonQ are eleHiTiif /I 
And none than we more guilty* Bot^ wheretfAn/ 
Stand chargeable with gmk, and to the shaftn;') >i i 
Of wrath obnoxious, God may choose hiB.mari»/T)i^' 
May pimish, if he please, the less, to-wam ..;;• hn/ 
The more malignant. If he spared sot thelo^ dm / 
Tremble and be amazed at thiBeescaf^e,- - • • mo i 
Far guiltier England, lest he spare not thee I .1 a* 
Happy t^e man who sees a God esopkiy'd' i bn/ 
In all the good and ill that chequer life I . m v^l 
Resolving all events, wiih their effisots : fh'u . 

And maided results^ iiktothe^wdll . . - sH I 

And arfoitr»lion irise of the&iprene. ' (J unl^ 

Did not hid eye i^ote^allf tfaingrt^ ^d ihtendo . uoifl 
The leUst bf <iurddn6eini^ (^moe,Aoinf the IhaatrHuci 
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The greatest «ft originate;) cot^ ehanoe 
Find jj^ace in. his dooiinioti, or diflpoee 
One lawless particle to. ihwaxt his plan ; ^. :. . / 
Then God might be surprised^, and vaa&ffe^^n . , \ 
Gontingence' might alarm hiDEn>, and disturb • 
The smooth and equal course g£ his affairs, < 

This truth Philosophy, though eaglereyed 
In natore's tendencies, oft overlooks ; 
And, having found his instrument, forgets, 
Or disregards, or, more presumptuous still. 
Denies the power that wields it. God proclaims' - 
His hot displeasure against foolish men, ' \ ■ : 
That live- an atheist life : involves the heaven t 
In tempests ; quits his grasp upon the winds, ^ 
And' gv^es them all their fury ; bids a plague ^ > ' 
Kindie-a fiery boil upon the skin, 
And 'putvcfy tile breath of blooming Healths ( • 
He calls fin* Famine, and the meagre fiend 
Blowl9 mildew from between his shrivell'd lips» 
And taints ithe golden ear. He springs hisminel^ 
And desolartee a nation at a blasts. 
Forth steps the spmce philosc^^r, and tells ■ 
Of homogeneal and discordant springs t 

And principles ; of causes, how they wwV, . .^ 
By necessary laws their sure efieds ; -.i .-i 

Of action and reaction. Hehasifound - . 

The source of the disease • that nature fbel9»i . > t > / 
And bids the wodd: take the^t Mid banish f^^,.,/ 
Thou fooli. will thy dijsootet3r;(rfithe» cause . ..i mil 
Suspend the efiect, xir b^al.at^;.iHas .i^oVGo^u y:: 
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Still wrought by means since first he made the^oHcf ? 
And did he not of old employ his means ' ' 
To drown it ? What is his creation less 
Than a capacious reservoir of means * ' 

Formed for his use, and ready at his wiff? 
Go, dress thine eyes with eye-salve ; ask of him,' * 
Or ask of whomsoever he has taught; " * 

And learn, though late, the genuine cause of itll. ' 
England, with all thy faults, I love thee still— ' ' 
My country I and, while yet a nook is left ' ' 
Where English minds and manners may be fbtmd. 
Shall be constrained to love thee. Though thy clime 
Be fickle, and thy year most part deform'd' '"^^ 
With dripping rains, or wither'd by a frost, ' ' ' ' 
I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies, ' '*"^ 
And fields without a flower, for warmer PrftAcc" ' 
With all her vines ; nor for Ausonia*s groves 
Of golden fruitage, and her m3rrtle bowers. '' '' ' 



To shake thy senate, and from heights subTimfe"'/ 
Of patriot eloquence to flash down fire 
Upon thy foes, was never meant my task: 



Of patriot eloquence to flash down fire ' ' "' 

But 1 can feel thy fortunes, and partake ' *' * "^ 
Thy joys and sorrows, with as true a heart ' '^ 
As any thunderer there. And I can feel ^' 
Thy follies too ; and with a just disdain * ' 

Frown at effeminates, whose very looks ' '' 

Reflect dishonour on the land I love. " " 

How, in the name of soldiership and sense, * 
Should England prosper, when such things, as sf^omh 
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Ajad tender as a girl, all essenced o'er 

With odours, and as profligate as sweet ; 

Who sell their laurel for a myrtle wreath, 

And love when they should fight ; when such ^s 

these 
Presume to lay their hand upon the ark 
Of her magnificent and awful cause ? 
Time was when it was praise and hoast enough 
In every clime, and travel where we might, 
That we were bom her children. Praise enough 
To fill the ambition of a private man, 
That Chatham's language was his mother tongue, ' 
And Wolfe's great name compatriot with his own. 
Farewell those honours, and farewell with them 
The hope of such hereafter I They have fallen 
Each in his field of glory ; one in arms, 
And one in council — Wolfe upon the lap 
Of smiling Victory that moment won, 
And Chatham heart-sick of his country's shame ! 
They made us many soldiers. Chatham, still 
Consulting England's happiness at home. 
Secured it by an unforgiving frown, 
If any wrong'd her. Wolfe, wherever he fought. 
Put so much of his heart into his act. 
That his example had a magnet's force. 
And all were swift to follow whom all loved. 
Those suns are set. Oh rise some other such ! 
Or all that wc have left is empty talk * 

Of old achievements and despair of tiew. 

Now hoist the sail, and let tile streamers H^i 
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Upoa ibe uraBtood breeees. Strew the d^ek • ' 
With lavender) 4uid sprinkle liquid sweets, 
That iHrnide savour maritinie invade 
The nose of nice nobflity ! Breathe sof^ '• ^ 

Ye clarionets ; and soifler stiU, ye flutes ; 
That winds and 'waters, lulled by magic sounds^ • ' 
May bear us smoothly to the Gallic shore ! ''i^ 
True, we hare lost an empire — ^let it pass« < •- • ' 
True ; we may thank the perfidy of Franee^ 
That picked the jewel out of England's crowny ' ■ 
With all the cunning of an envious shrew. '» *'f 

And let that pass — ^'twas but a trick of state ! > ^'^ ' 
A brave man knows no malice, but at onee* ' *' '" f 
Forgets m peace the injuries of war, •^-' i <; (>< 

And gives his direst foe a iriend's embrace.^i" 'ii:^' 
And, shamed as we have been, to ^bt veff l>eitfiifl 
Braved and defied, and in our own^ sea pn^^ic^ '< jH 
Too weak for tliose decisive blows that onoe'' T<:'iil 
Ensured us mastery there, we yet vetainv f m m>ij<^ 
Some small: pre-eminence ; we justly boasti «•*'•'"' iO 
At least superior jockeyship, and c&um' "»fi,n.<i.'l 
The honours of the turf as all our own I " « u?// / 
Go then, well worthy of the {Muise ye seek^ < /'xi 1 
And show the shame ye might conceal at Ivat^ <iV\ 
In Ihreign eyes I — ^be grooms and winithe pidte^rf! 
Where once your nobler fathers won aorown ^-Juli 
Tis generous to communicate your' ekiU :^ •r/ on/ 
To those ithaft ne^ 'it.l- > Folly ia soon JeftBn'd ohjo^^ i 
And under m[oh>prebeptors.wiwoani(£aiH /oOi/oi *iQ 
There ifi^:|i pteasvee in|)oetic pains^' hl > it-riw jiY 
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Which oniif poet» know. "Die siiifts and tuni% ' > 

The expedientfr' aatd invetiiioiig^ mnkifovfaiv ^ - < > ' > - '^ 

To which the onnd' resorts, in ciuue ofiHerras > i 

Though apt^ij^t Coy, anddiffbiik 't0*w]ii»^*^ • ^ 

To arrest the fleeting images thab'fiil 

The fftiiTor of the- mind^ aoiid hoU them &8t, ' 

And force tfaem mt till he has ^ndM off 

A faithful likeness of the fbiuns he views : 

Then to djbpose his copies With such art, «> t 

That each may £nd its most psopitioosiigbt^ : ■ 

And shine by situation, hardly less 

Than by 'the labour and the skill it cost; 

Are occupalaons of the poet's mkid • > . < ' 

So pleasing, and that steal away the thought' 

With such >addreBs &om themes of sad import^ 

Tkat^ t Jost in bis own musings, happy Bum 3 

He feds^tfae anxieties of Ufe, denied ■ > 

Their wanted entertainment, all retire* 

Such joys has he that sings. But ah I not such, « 

Or seldom^smch^ ihe hearers o£ his song* 

Fastidious, art else listless, or perhaps 

Aware of nofthing arduous in a task 

They never undertook, they little note 

His damgera or escapesi and haply find 

Their kost amusement wh«*e he found the .most^ 

But is amusement all? Studious of song, / 

And yet ambhieusBOt to sing m vsm^ ... - 

I would mot ivifle^marely^ dioiigh ^e .wiiuid • r i 

Be loudest in iift]eir> praise who drqoimore*. . h^/ 

Yet what can satioBj whtt^^ gran» dq ga^?« < >i^ 






It may correct a f<^ke, may cluHtiw ' 
The freakr^ffeililaiiy regulate tliedi^fls^ 
Retrendi tt sirord-bkde, oridl«pla0e a patoii; ' 
But where are its BoWtner tr<^ng fbuad ? 
What vice has it subdued? whose heart rednu*^ ' 
By rigofur? or wliotirlaui^'cl into ttferm? 
Alas ! Leviathan is not so tamed : 
Laugh'd at, he laughs again ; and, stricken hard. 
Turns to the stroke his adamanthie scales. 
That fettr no disc^line of human hands. 

The pulpit, therefore (and I name itfiil*d 
With solemn awe, that bids me well bewax^ 
With what intent I touch that holy thing^^ 
The pulpit (when the satirist has at last, 'i 

Struttitig and vapouring in aoi empty sehoei, ' 
Spent all his force, and made no pm^jrte)-^ < - ' 
I say the pulpit (in the sober use f 

Of its legitimate; peculiar powers) 
Must stand acknowledged, while the world riiali : ' 

stand, 
The most important and effectual guard, x • 

Support, and ornament <^ Virtue's caose* 
There stands the messenger of truth : there stands 
The legate of the skies I —His theme divine, 
His dice sacred, his credentials clear* 
By him the vidated law speaks out > 

Its thunders ; and by him, in strains as sweet 
As angels use, the Gt>spel whispers peace. 
He stablishes the strong, restores the weak, 
Retdlaims the* wanderer, Innde the liroken-beaft,t 
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And, arm'd himself In panoplj complete . 

Of heavenly tonper, liirmshes with anma . ..' | 

Bright a$ hh own, and trains, by every nile > 

Of holy discipline, to ^orious war, , ■ . > • 

The sa^amental host of God's elect I 

Are all such teachers P^-* would ta heaven idl.iR^^<! 

But hark — the doctor's voice I — ^fast wedged bf^ 

tween . , « 

Two empirics he stands, and with swoln cheeks 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Keener ^ 
Than all invective is his bold harangue. 
While through that public organ of report • / • 
He hails the clergy ; and, defyii^ shame, 
Announces to the world his own and theirs ! 
He teaches those to read, whom schools dismiss'd^ 
And colleges, untaught ; sells accent, tone,. 
And emphasis in score, and gives to prayer 
The adagio and andante it demands. 
He grinds divinity of other days 
Down into modem use ; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the eyes 
Of gallery critics by a thousand arts. 
Are there who purchase of the doctor's ware ? 
Oh, name it not in Galii I — it cannot be, 
That grave and learned clerks shoukl need mxh aid. 
He doubtless is in sport, and does but droll> 
Assuming thus a rank unknoHvn before — 
Grand caterer and drynorse of the church I t ^ 

I venerate the man whose heart is.warmr 
Whose hands are pnre^ wihose doctviae and iRfbose 

life, 
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Coincident, exhiUt lucid proof 
That he is honest in the sacred cause* ' 

To such 1 render more than mere respect, - ^ 
Whose actions say that they respect l^mselvM* 
But iodse in morals, and in manners vain,- ' ' 

In converBatien irivolous, in dress ' ^ 

EKtrerae, at once rapacious and profuse ; 
Frequent in park With lady at his side, 
Ambling and prattling scandal as he goes ; 
But rare at home, and never at his books, 
Or with his pai, save when he scrawls a card ; 
Constant at routs, familiar with a round ' ^ 

Of ladyships^^-a strainger to the poor ; ' 

Ambitious of preferment for 4ts gold; 
And w«U prepared, by ignorance and sloth, ' '^ 

By infidelity and love of world, ' 

To make God's work a sinecure ; a slave ^ 

To his own pleasures and his patron's pridef ; • ^ 
From such apostles, O ye mitred heads, ' v/ t( ) 

Preserve the church I and lay not careless lumds- ^ 
On skulls that cannot teach, and will not learn. ^ 
Would I describe a preacher, such as Paul, ' '^ 
Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and owii-*iJ 
Paul should himself direct me. I would trace ' > - ■ ^ ^ 
His ma8ter*«trdkes, and draw from his design* i - * ' 
I would express him simple, grave, stnoere; " 
In doctrine unconrupt; in language plain; ' • ' ^ 

And plain in manner ; decent, solemn-, cAncste^' 
And natural in' gesture.; mfuc^ impressed 
HimMlf,<aa <|iiiisdous^Qf bis awfb) eharge,) 
And anxious mainly that the flock hd'f^edi' 
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May feel it too ; a£Peotionate in look^- • ' ' >• 
And tender in addieBfi) as well beoames* 
A messenger of graoeto guilty men. • > \ ■ 
Beh^U the picture | Is it likei* -^Like whom ? 
The things, that mount the rostrum with a sbif), 
And then skip down again ; ptODOunce a teicti 
Cry — hem ; and reading what they never wrote;/ 
Just fifteen minutes, huddle up their work^ , • 
And with a. well-bred whisper close the scene I 

In man or woman, but far most in man4^ 
And i«08t of all in man that ministers - .< 

And serves the altar, in my soul I loathe . '• 

All affectation. . 'Tis my perfect scorn ; . * •■ 

Object of my implacable disgust. 
What I — ^will a man play tricks ? will he indulge • . 
A silly fond conceit of his fair form, . 
And just proportion, fashionable mien, 
And pretty, f^ce, in presence of his God ? 
Or will he seek to dazzle me with tropes, 
As .wMh the diamond on hi& lily hand, 
And play, his brilliant parts before my eyes> 
When I sm hungry for the bread of life ? 
He ;mod(S his Maker, prostitutes and shames ' 
His UQble office, and, instead of truth, 
Displayiilg his own beauty, starves his flock I ' 
Therefore^ avauntall attitude, and stare^- 
And start theatric, practised at the gla^s ! • 
I seek diyioe aimplicity in him 
Who handle -things diTine; and all besidesr 
Though leanijd with labour, and thoagh mtioh> < ' 
adttiiiwd»ii .-; • /<: .ji- • .-i ••' "-i- 
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Still wrought by means since first he made th^'t^driif ? 
And did he not of old employ his means 
To drown it ? What is his creation less 
Than a capacious reservoir of means ' ' • ^ 

Form'd for his use, and ready at his wilT? 
Go, dress thine eyes with eye-salve; ask of hiifri,' * 
Or ask of whomsoever he has taught ; ' '^ ' 

And learn, though late, the genuine cause of idli ' 
England, with all thy faults, I love thee still^'' 
My country I and, while yet a nook is left ' 
Where English minds and manners may be found,' 
Shall be constrain'd to love thee. Though thy clime 
Be fickle, and thy year most part defbrm'd' '" ' 
With dripping rains, or wither'd by a frost, ' ' " 
I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies, ' ' '•'^ 
And fields without a flower, for warmer France" 
With all her vines ; nor for Ausonia^s grovfes ^^' 
Of golden fruitage, and her m3rrtle bowers. *' ^ 
To shake thy senate, and from heights subllmfe" 
Of patriot eloquence to flash down fire ' '' 

Upon thy foes, was never meant my task: "'''"' 
But 1 can feel thy fortunes, and partake *' * "^ 

Thy joys and sorrows, with as true a heart ' * 
As any thunderer there. And I can feel '' 
Thy follies too ; and with a just disdain ' ' 

Frown at effeminates, whose very looks " '' 

Reflect dishonour on the land Hove. ' ''' 

How, in the name of soldiership and senise, '' 
Should S]:i\gland prosper, when such things, as sffiooth 
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And tender as a girl, all essenced o'er 

With odours, and as profligate as sweet ; 

Who sell their laurel for a mjo-tle wreath, 

And love when they should fight ; when such as 

these 
Presume to lay their hand upon the ark 
Of her magnificent and awful cause ? 
Time was when it was praise and boast enough 
In every clime, and travel where we might. 
That we were bom her children. Praise enough 
To fill the ambition of a private man, 
That Chatham's language was his mother tongue, ' 
And Wolfe's great name compatriot with his own. 
Farewell those honours, and farewell with them 
The hope of such hereafter I They have fiillen 
Each in his field of glory ; one in arms, 
And one in council — Wolfe upon the lap 
Of smiling Victory that moment won, 
And Chatham heart-sick of his country's shame t 
They made us many soldiers. Chatham, still 
Consulting England's happiness at home. 
Secured it by an unforgiving frown, 
If any wrong'd her. Wolfe, where'er he fought, 
Put so much of his heart into his act. 
That his example had a magnet's force. 
And all were swift to follow whom all loved. 
Those suns are set. Oh rise some other such ! 
Or all that wc have left is empty talk ' 

, Of old achievements and despair of tiew. 

Now hoist the sail, and let the streamers il6at " 
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Upon tim franton breeses. Strew the deck > • • 
With lavender^ and ^rinlde liquid sweets, 
That xMrmde BajfQvar maritime invade 
The noseef niee mbflity I Breathe sof^ ' ^ 

Ye clarionets ; and sailer stiU, ye flutes ; ' ' 
That winda and waters, lidl'd by magic sotnds^ • • 
May bear as smoothfy to the Gallic shore I *^'! / 
True, we have lost an empire — letitpass* • '^ 
True ; we may tlumk the perfidy of Franee^ 
That pickfd the jewel out of England's crowny ' - - 
With all the cunning of an enTious shrew. 'i' ^ 

And let that pass — ^'twaa but a trick of atate ! '-^*<' 1 
A brave man knows no malice, but at onee ** »^f 
Forgets in peace the injuries of war, ■". it^ .>." 

And gives Ms direst foe a friend's embcace^"" (ii-'^' 
And, shamed as we have been, to the veryl>eitiiiri 
Braved and defied, and in our own sea pv6vtid'n 'A 1 
Too weak for those decisive blows that omw njnl 
Ensured us mastery there, we yet retainv .<< ; d/ur^ 
Some small pre-eminence ; we justly boasti '' •'*^ ^i > 
At least superior jockejTship, and claim - i<*u>fvi>-i 
The honours of the turf as all our own 1 >* *m //A 
Go then, well worthy of the [Maise ye aeek^ • ruil 
And show the shame ye might conceal at 'bmoi^ -^iM 
In Ibreign eyes I — ^be grooms and winithe pidte^rlT 
Where once your nobler fathers won aCTown U-iuH 
'Tis generous to Gomfiiunicateyour>a]dlI -. > >-/ bn/ 
To those tthat need 'it I- < Folly is aoon 'leamU biuo w 1 
And undePmidi>preceptiir9.wi»;oafti&iU ^ ttutox nQ 
There m^ pieasvce in poetic paiita'? tu. ; nd v i )Y 
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Which wAyi pciet9 kmw. The^iftsfusd tukti^* • 

The expedseotfl^ aadi .hiventioiia^ itiaitifbfiQiv > • • ' > ' ^ 

To which the anad resorts, in chase of^lienss > ' 

Though apt^ . if^et coj^ and difikokte twm-^ < 1 

To arrest the fleeting images ihab'ffll 

The minror of themind, mbdhokl them &8t» ' 

And force them ait till he has penoiFd off ' 

A faithful Ukeneas of the fbinis he views : 

Then to dispose his copies with such art^ • \ 

That each, may find its most ptopitious light, ' . 

And shine by situation, hardly less 

Than bylhe labour and the skill it oost; » • 

Are occupations of the poet's mkid • . •- ' 

So pleasing, and that steal away the thou^t* " • 

With such «ddve8S from themes of sad unpprt^ 

Tltal^iloslk in his own musings, hiq)py man 1 

He feds^the anxieties of Hfe, denied 

Their wanted eixtertainment, all retire* 

Such joys has he that sings. But ah I not such, ^ 

Or seldom^sudi^ '^^ hearers g£ his soQg* 

Fastidious, ar> etee listless, <Hr perhaps 

Aware of ndthing arduous in a task 

They never undertook, they little note 

His dangeiB or escG^es^ and haply find 

Their kest amusement wh&e he found the mottk 

But is amusement all? Studious of song, 

And yet amhitiouS' not to sing in vain^ 

I wouldiaotitoifle.m^rely^ 1ihoUgh>the. world • i' i 

Be loudest in iMieiri praise who de-qoimore* . . >^i/ 

Yet whai can satinet whe^ier gmm dc fft^ ?« < i ' 
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It may cor#ect a foible, niay chiHtiM 
The freakff «f fethinti, regulaie tbe d)refl«y 
Retrendh a sirord-bkdc, oridbpUuie a paCcixr 
But where arc its aaUitner trophi«g fqund? 
What vice has it subdued? whose heart redrim'^ 
By rigour ? or wliotD'laugh'd into reform? < • 
Aias t Leviathan is not so tamed : 
Laugh'd at, he laughs again ; and, stridieti hard, 
Turns to the stroke his adamanthie scales. 
That fear no disc^line of human hands. 

The pulpit, therefore (and I name it iili*d 
With solemn awe, that bids me well bewat^ 
With what intent I touch that holy thing^^ • ' • 
The pulpit (when the satirist has at last, ^ • 

Strutting and Tapouring in an empty school. 
Spent all his force, and made no piroselyte) — 
I say the pulpit (in the sober use . / 

Of its legitimate; peculiar powers) 
Must stand acknowledged, while the world ifadit : 

stand, 
The most important and effiectual guard, % 

Support, and ornament of Virtue's canae* 
There stands the messenger of truth : there stands 
The legate of the skies I-^-His theme divine^ • > t 
His eilce sacred, his credentials dear. 
By him the violated Ism speaks out > • . • 

Its thunders ; and by him, in strains as sweet 
As angels use, the Gkispel whispers peace* 
He stabli^es the strange restoves the weak, 
Reclaims the* wanderer> binda the ^oken* beait^'- 
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And, arm'd himself In panoply eompiel^ . ... , 
Of heavenly temper, fijrnishes with amia . > ..' ^ 
Bright BM ilia own, and trains, by every rule . . • 
Of holy discipline, to ^orious war, . > i 

The sacramental host of God's elect I 
Are all such teachers P^-* would to heaven iUl.iR^^<t 
But hark — the doctor's voice I — ^fast wedged Ix^ 

tween . ' 

Two empirics he stands, and with swoln oheeka 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Keener far 
Than all invective is his bold harangue^ 
While through that public organ of report > / - 
He hails the clergy ; and, defying shame» 
Announces to the world his own and theirs ! . 

He teaches those to read, whom schools dismiss'd^ 
And colleges, untaught ; sells accent, tone^ 
And emphasis in score, and gives to prayer 
The adagio and andante it demands. 
He grinds divinity of other days 
Down into modem use ; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the eyes 
Of gallery critics by a diousand arts- 
Ape '^lere who piux;hase of the doctor's ware ? 
Oh, name it not in Gath I — it cannot be, 
That grave and learned clerks shoukl need sijieh aid. 
He doubtless is in sport, and does but dro}l» 
Assuming thus a rank unknown before — 
Grand caterec and drynurse of the church I <t » 

I venerate the man whose heart is. waxtn^ 
Whose hands are pare» wthose dot^inie and iHfbQSe 

life, 
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Coiiicident, cThihir load pcoof 
That he is honeit in the sacred cause* 
To sudi 1 render more than mere respect, ^ 

Whose actions saj that they respect ^mselmesi ^ 
But Isase in morals, and in manners vain, 
In coDwenatisB firiv<4oas, in dress ^ 

Extreme, at onoe rapacious and profuse ; 
Frequent in park with lady at his side, 
Ambling and prattling scandal as he goes ; 
But rare at home, and never at his books. 
Or with his pen, save when he scrawls a card ; 
Constant at routs, familiar with a round ' ^ 

Of ladyships — a stnmger to the poor ; ''■ 

Ambitious of preferment for 4ts gold; ' ^ 

And well prepared, by ignorance and sloth, ' '^ 

By infidelity and love of world, ^ 

To make God's work a sinecure ; a slave - ^ 

To his own pleasures and his patron's pridcf r : • ^ 
From such apostles, O ye mitred heads, '** '^ ' 

Preserve the church ! and lay not careless hands- ^ 
On skulls that cannot teach, and will not learn. ^ 
Would I describe a preacher, such as Plaiil, ' ^^ 
Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and owii^ 
Paul should himself direct me. I would trace ' ^ ^ 
His master-strdces, and draw from his design, r ^ 
I would express him simple, grave, sincere ^ - • * 
In doctrine uncorrupt; in langoage plain,' '•'/ 

And plain in manner ; decent, solemn, chaste/' 
And natiHul in gesture.; mnofa impress'd ••<' 
Hinuielf,^ as cpnsdous .of his awi\i} charge,^ - ^ 
And anxious mainly that the flock h^*lN90(b^' • 
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May feel it too ; affeotk>nate in look» > • • 
And tender in addrefiS) as well becomes 
A messenger of grace to guilty men. . : • 
Beheld the picture I Is it like ? *-JJke whom ? 
The things, that mount the rostrum with a skip, • i 
And then skip down agam ; prooounoe a text 4 
Cry — hem ; and reading what they never wvote;/ i 
Just fifteen minutes, huddle up their work^ ) > 
And with a well-bred whisper close the scene I 

In man or woman, but far most in man^ • < > 

And npkost of all in man that ministers - *< * 

And serves |he altar, in my soul I loathe 
All affectation. . 'Tis my perfect scorn ; ; 

Object of my implacable disgust. . . / 

What I — ^will a man play tricks ? will he indulge • : 
A silly fond conceit of his fair form, ' 

And just proportion, fashionable mien^ 
And pretty f^ce, in presence of his God ? 
Or will he seek to dazzle me with tropes. 
As .wi^th the diamond on hi& lily hand, 
And play, his brilliant parts before my eyes^ 
When I 9m hungry for the bread of life ? 
Her -o^ocka his Maker, prostitutes and shames ' 
His noble office, and, instead of truth. 
Displaying his own beauty, starves his flock ! ' 
Therefore^ avaunt all attitude, and stare^ 
And start theatric, practised at the gla^s I 
I seek diyioe aimplicity in him ' 

AVho handle -things divine ; and all besides^ 
Though learQjd with labour, and though much ' > 
adt»md.i- -)-.,{, ,11- ' '■' '•' '" 
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By curious eyes and judgments ill inform'd. 
To me ift odiouft as the nasal twang 
Heard at cooventicley where worthy men, 
Misled by custom, strain celestial themes 
Through the press*d nostril, spectacle-bestrid. 
Somei decent in demeanour while they preach. 
That task perfiNrm'd, zelapBe into themselTes ; 
And, having spoken wisely, at the close 
Grow wanton, and give proof to every eye. 
Whoe'er was edified, themselves were not L 
Forth comes the pocket mirror. — First we stroke 
An eyebrow ; next compose a stra^ling lock ; 
Then with an air most gracefully p^orm*d 
Fall back into our seat, extend an arm, 
And lay it at its ease with gentle care, , ., 

With handkerchief in hand depending low : 
The better hand more busy gives the nose 
Its bergamot, or aids the indebted' eye . 

With opera glass, to watch the moving scene, 
And recognise the slow-retiring fair.-r~ 
Now this is fulsome ; and offends me more •/. 

Than in a churchman slovenly neglect . 

And rustic coarseness would. A heavenly min^, . 
May be indifferent to her house of clay, . . 

And slight the hovel as beneath her care ; . 

But how a body so fantastic, trim, .^ 

And quamU.in its depoirtment and attire, . .j , 
Can lo^era heavenly mind — demands a doubt. ^ 
He that negptia^ between God and ma^9 , q 
As God's ai9i))^^99^i, t;he g^md cQriceri^s ...,:. 
Of judgment and of mercy, should beware 
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Of lightness m his speech. 'Tis jHdfUl = - 

To court a grin, when yoti should "wiwr ft'Sdil ^ ' <' ^ 
To break si jest, when pity would ins^rif e ^ ' * ' 

Pathetic exhortation ; and to address 
The skittish fancy with facetious tales, > • 

When sent with God's commission to the hitart! "^ 
So did not Paul. Direct me to a quip ' ' • 

Or merry turn in all he ever wrote, • •' ^ 

And I consent you take it for your text, ^ • ' 

Your only one, till sides and benches fail. •" ^' 
No : he was serious in a serious cause, «' . •. • 

And understood too well the weighty terms . ' ^ 
That he had taken in charge. He wotdd not s%o6^ 
To conquer those by jocular exploits * '* ' 

Whom truth and soberness assail'd in vaih. 

O popular applause I what heart of man ''' 

Is proof against thy sweet seducing chamui ?' 
The wisest and the best feel urgent need ^ ' ' ■ 
Of all their caution in thy gentlest gales ; ^' 

But, sweird into a gust— who then, alas t ' * ' 
With all his canvass set, and inexpert, ^ 

And therefore heedless, can withstand thy power t 
Praise, from the rivel'd lips of tootMess, bald ' ' 
Decrepitude, and in tlie looks of lean ' ' ' <^ 
And craving Poverty, and in the bow . - o '■ 

Respectful of the smutchM artificer, • -f 

Is ofl too welcome,^ and may much di6tut% ^ f 
The bias of the purpose. How itiuch AidF^^ ' • ^ 
Pour'd forth by beauty splendid trnd polite, ' = 
In language soft as Adoration brratiies? * < 
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Al^ gpaze joiif idol ! thinlBtfain.hunianittiiL 
Channshe may hiive» buCheiiaftftaStieatoei t 
Dote not too nmidi, nsr spoil what ye admire^ 

All tmth is from the sempilteriial souree- 
Of light diviiie« But Egypt, Greecei and Rdnvt' [ 
Drew from the streaia bdow- More &voar'd, w^ 
Drink, when we choose it, at the fouotain-hrad. '^ 
To them it flow'd much mingled and defiled > < > 
With hiBTtlul error, prejudice, and dreams > . . 

Illusive of phik>8<^hy, so caU'd, > • : 

But falsely. Sages after sages strove 
In vain to filter off a crystal draught • - < 

Pure firom the lees, which often more enhanced r - 
The thirst than slaked it, and not seldom hfed v. « J 
Intoxication and delirium wild. .. ^ i <iA\ 

In vain they push'd inquiry to the birth ; < n.A^ 
And spring«^ime of the world; ask'd,WheliBe>i8[it>atf? 
Why fi>rm'd at all? and wherefore as. he isiPii t>/^M 
Where mast he find his Maker ? with whaA iritefl' \ 
Adore him ? Will he hear, accept,, md blese.?/ 
Or does he sit regardless of his WorJcB ? m /H 

Has man within him an immortal seed.? . :.l .'i 
Or does the tomb, take all ? If he survive .'•'!/ 
His ashes, where? and in what .weal or woe^io .( ' 
Knots worthy of solution, which done i(> 

A Deity could solve. ^ Their vmswers,* vaguer- m >M 
And aU at random, febidous and d^k* > : im / 
Left them as- dark themselves* Their rules lef^i^ 
DefectivctaadtUDsanctioii'drproveditoo weak'ti nH 
To bind the roving .appelit«^s»nd lead j . . m re) .I'T 



B. 11. THB> YIMSH^ISCB. '£71 

filind nafcure'tOf&God noit y0t rei^eaFd. 

Tis Rerektidn saftiiifies bU doubtg, . ' 

ExplainSiollntysteries,' e^eept hcdroirny * * 

And so ilhiminates die path of lifb 

That ibols discover it, and stray no more. 

Now tell me, dignified and sapient sir, * 

My kiiBii of morals, nurtured in the shades 

Of Academus — is this false or true ? 

Is Christ the abler teacher, or the schools ? 

If Christ, then why resort at every turn 

To Athens or to Rome, for wisdom short 

Of man's occasions, when in him reside 

Grdce^' knowledge, comfort — an unfkthom'd store ? 

How «f^ wfien Paul has served us with a text, ' 

Has Epictetus, Plato, Tully, preached ! 

Men that, if^now afive, would sit content 

Aindi humble learners of a Saviour's wiorth. 

Preach it: who might. Such was their \tfve of t^uth, 

Their^tlnrbt of knowledge, and their cak^dour too I' 

And'thiid it is.— The pastor, either vain 
By nature, or by flattery made so, taught » 

To gaze at his own splendour, and to exalt 
Absurdly^ not his office, but himself; 
Or unenlightened, and too proud to iearn , 
Or vicious, and not therefore apt to teach ; • ^ 
Pervertii^ ofte») by thfe stress of lewd 
And loose example, whom he should instr uot ; - ■ - 
Edt^d9eli;'a»d holds up to broad disgrace 
The noUt^st fiiUdtidfi, ^d discredits nikvdi 
The brightest ^truths ithofliaay^ has 0ver«6ieti4 -o 
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Bdovr the exigwee, or to aoC faaek'd 

With show «f l»fe, «t Icvt widi kspeful |itoof 

Of MBie dneeri^ on the giTct's part; 

Or be dwhonoT'd in the exterior Am 

And mode of ili eoBTeyvioe bj sadi tricks, 

Am mawe deridon, or by foppiah atn 

And histrionic mommery, that let doim 

The pn^t to the levd of the stage — 

Drops from the Iqis a diregarded thing. 

The weak periuqis are moved, but are not tai^h^ 

Whfle prejudice in men of strongo' minds 

Takes deeper root, coi^rm'd by iHiat they see. 

A rdaxatiao of religion's hold 

Upcm the roving and mitutor'd heart 

Soon foUows, and, the curb of ocHMdence SDapp'd, 

The laity run wi]d^---But do they no«r? 

Note their extravagance, and be convinced. 

As nations, ignorant of God, oontrive 
A wooden one, so we, no longer taught 
By monitors that mother church supplies, 
Now make our own. Posterity will ask 
(If e'er posterity see verse of mme) 
Some fifty or a hundred lustrums hence, 
What was a monitor in George's dajrs ? 
My very gentle reader, yet unborn, 
Of whom 1 needs must augur better things, 
Since Heaven would sure grow weary of a world 
Productive only of a race like ours, 
A monitor is wood— |dank shaven tfiin. 
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We wear it at oir badu* Thcrey d»§eif Wneech * 

And neatly fitted^ it compfeites hard 

The peowiiient aiKl most unsightly bones^ ^ 

And binds the shoulders fiat. We prove its use 

Sovereign and nkost effectual to secure v 

A form,.iiot now gymnastic as of yore, 

From rickets and distortion, else our \oU 

But, thus admonish'd, we can walk ereet — 

One proof at least of manhood I while the fiieiMl ^ 

Sticks close, a Mentor worthy of his charge* 

Our habits, costlier than Lucullus wore, ' 

And by caprice as multiplied as his, ^ 

Just please us wlule the fashion is at fidl, 

But change with every moon. The sycophant ^ 

Who waits to dress us arbitrates their date ; 

Swrweys his lair reversion with keen eye ; 

Finds one iU made» another obsolete, 

This fits not nicely, that is ill conceived ; 

And, making prise of all that he condemns, 

With our expendilure defrays his own* • > 

Variety's the very spice a£ life. 

That gives it all its flavour. We have run 

Through every cl&nge that Fancy, at the loom 

Exhausted, has had genius to supply ; 

And, studious of mutation still, discard 

A real elegance, a little used. 

For monstrous noY^y and strange disguise. 

We- sacrifice to dress* till housdbold joys 

And comforts cease. Dress drains our cellar drj^r* 

And keeps our IjiM'der leaci ; puts out our fires.; . , 
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And inlroduces ImOgetf fmt, and woe, 
Where peace and hoipilialily might reigti. 
What man that lives, and that knows faavto live, 
Would &U to exhibit at the public shows 
A form as splendid as the proudest there^ 
Though appetite raise outcries at the cost ? 
A man of the town dines late, but soon ^lough, 
With reasoiiaUe fiNrecast and diqiatdi. 
To insure a side-box station at half-price. 
You think, perhaps, so delicate liis dress. 
His daily fare as delicate. Alas I 
He picks clean teeth, and, busy as he aeems 
With an old tavern quill* is hungry yet I 
The rout is Folly's circle, whidi she dranrs •)■ i 

With magic wand^ So potc^ is the speU* • n 
That none, decoy'd into that jbtal ring, . > 

Unless by Heaven's peculiar gi»ce, escape. ... - 
There we grow early gcay» but never wiae ; 
There form conneKions, but aoquire noftieiid; - 
Solicit pleasure, hopeless of saccess ; 
Waste youth in occupatiosis only St 
For second childhood, and devote old age 
To sports which only childhood could exeuse. 
There they are happiest who dissemble best • 

Their weariness ; and they the most polite 
Who squander time and treasure with a smile. 
Though at their own destruction. She that asks 
Her dear five hundred friends contemns them all. 
And hates their coming. They (what can they less ?) 
Make just reprisals ; and, with cringe and shrug, 
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And bow obseqfuiefas, hide their httte of her. 

All catch the irensjr^ downward from her gracn&j 

Whose flanilieaiix ftash against the momii]^ skiei^, 

And gild our Aaaski&t ceilings as Hney pass, 

To her, who, frugal only that her thrift 

May feed excesses she can ill affi>rd, 

Is hackney *d home unlackey'd ; who, in hdste 

Alighting, turns the key in her own door, 

And, at the watchman's lantern borrowing liglrt, 

Finds a cold bed her only comfort lelt. 

Wives beggar husbands, husbands starve tifeir 

wives. 
On Fortune's velvet altar offering op 
Their last poor pittance — Fortune, most severe 
Of goddesses yet known, and costlier far 
Than all that held tiieir routs in Juno's heaven. — 
So fare we in this prison-house, the world ; 
And 'tis a feiHful ^ctacle to see 
So many maniacs dancing in their chains. 
They gaze uponrthe links that hold them fast 
With eyes of anguisii, execrate tJieir lot. 
Then shake l^em in despair, and dance agaiil- ! 

Now basket up the iSunily of plagues ' 

That waste our vitals ; peculation, sale ' 

Of honour, perjury, corruption, frauds 
By forgery, by subterfuge of law. 
By tricks and lies as numerous and as keen 
As the necessities their authors feel ; 
Then cast them, closely bundled, every brat 
At the right door. Profusion is the sire. 
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Profusion unrestrain'd, with all that's base 
In character, has litter'd all the land, 
And bred, within the memory <^ no few, 
A priesthood such as Baal's was ot old, 
A people such as never was till now. 
It is a hungry vice : — ^it eats up all 
That gives society its beauty, strength, 
Convenience, and security, and use : 
Makes men mere vermin, worthy to be trapped 
And gibbeted, as fast as catchpole claws 
Can fleise the slippery prey ; unties the knot 
Of union, and converts the sacred band, 
That holds mankind together, to a scourge. 
Profusion, deluging a state with lusts 
Of grossest nature and of worst effects. 
Prepares it for its ruin : hardens, blinds. 
And warps the consciences of public men. 
Till they can laugh at Virtue ; mock the fopls 
That trust them ; and in the end disclose a face 
That would have shock*d Credulity herself, 
Unmask'd, vouchsafing this their sole excuse- 
Since all alike are selfish, why not they ? 
This does Profusion, and the accursed cause 
Of such deep mischief has itself a cause. 

In colleges and halls, in ancient dajrs, 
When learning, virtue, piety, and truth 
Were precious and inculcated with care. 
There dwelt a sage call'd Discipline. His head, 
Not yet by time completely silver 'd o'er. 
Bespoke him past the bounds of freakish youth. 
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But Strong for service still, and unimpaired. 

His eye was meek and gentle, and a smile 

Play'd on bis lips ; and in his speech was heard 

Paternal sweetness, dignity, and love. 

The occupation dearest to his heart 

Was to encourage goodness. He would stroke 

The head of modest and ingenuous worth, 

That blush'd at its own praise; and press the youth 

Close to his side that pleased him. Learning grew 

Beneath his care a thriving vigorous plant ; 

The mind was well inform*d, the passions held 

Subordinate, and diligence was choice. ^ 

If e'er it chanced, as sometimes chance it must, 

That one among so many overleap'd 

The limits of control, his gentle eye 

Grew stem, and darted a severe rebuke : 

His frown was full of terror, and his voice 

Shook the delinquent with such fits of awe 

As left him not, till penitence had won 

Lost favour back again, and closed the breach. 

But Discipline^ a faithful servant loi^. 

Declined at length into the vale of years : 

A palsy struck his arm ; his sparkling eye 

Was quench d in rheums of age ; his voice, un^ 

strung. 
Grew tremulous, and moved derision more 
Than reverence in perverse rebellious youth. 
So colleges and halls neglected much 
Their good old friend ; and Discipline at length, 
O'erlook'd and unemployed, fell si^k, and died. 
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Then Study langui^'d, Emulatioir alepl^ • 

And Virtue fled. The schoob bedune a acsene 
Of soieniB Awce, where Ignorance in stilts," ' >.i '• 
His cap well lined with logic net fais own^ ' - , > 1 1 
With parrot tongue perfiinn'd dw sofaokB^s pitft^ <> H 
Proceeding soon a graduated dunce. n t^ i i 

Then compromise had ptace, snd somtiny t( . 

Became stone blind ; preeedenee went in truck, -. / 
And he was oompele&t whose purse was sa ' i 

A dissolutioB of all bonds ^isued ; ' -.' i\[ 

The curbs invented for the mulish month- ■- xh 

Of headstrong jouth were broken ; bars and boltsii I 
Grew rusty by disuse; and massy gates i- i.< • 18 
Forgot their office, opening with a touch; ?• - . i I 
Till gowns at lei^^h are found mere masquerade^' ^f 
The tassel'd cap and the spruce band a jest* 
A mockery of the world I What need of these! / 
For gamesters, jockeys, brothellera impuns, * i3<.j4 
Spendthrifts, and booted sportsmen, eftener >saein A 
With belted waist and pointers at their beds 
Than in the bounds of duty ? Whnt wa» ) 
If aught was learned in childhood^ is lorgot ; 
And such expense as pindies parents Uue^ 
And mortifies the liberal hand of love. 
Is squandered in pursuit of idle sports , '.." 

And vicious pleasures ; buys the boy a name. * < // 
That sits a stigma on his Other's house. 
And cleaves throu^ life inseparal^y dose 
To him that wears it. What can after-games 
Of riper joys, and conunerce with the world, 
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The lewd vain world, that miut receive him soon, 
Add to such erudition, thus acquired, 
Where sdence and where virtue are professed ? 
They may confirm his habits, rivet fast 
His foUy, but to spoil him is a task 
That bids defiance to the united powers 
Of fashion, dissipation, taverns, stews. 
Now blame yre most the nurslings or the nurse ? 
The children, crook'd, and twisted, and deform'd, 
Through want of care ; or her, whose winking eye 
And slumbering osdtancy mars the brood ? 
The Burse, no doubt Regardless of her charge, 
She needs herself correction ; needs to learn 
That it is dafDgerous sporting with the wwld* 
With- things so sacred as a nation's trust, 
The nurture of her ymith, her dearest pledge. 

All are not such. I had a brother once--«- 
Peace to the m^Bory of a man of worth, 
A man of letters, and of manners too I 
Of manners sweet as Virtue always wears, 
When gay good-nature dresses her in smiles. 
He graced a college,* in which order yet 
Was sacred; and was honour'd, loved, and wept 
By more than one, themselves conspicuous there. 
Some minds are tempered ha{^ly, and mix'd 
With such ingredients of good sense and taste 
Of what is excellent in man, they thirst 
With such a zeal to be what they aj^rove, 
That no restraints can circumscribe them more 
* Benet College, Cambridge 



280 THB TASK. B. II. 

Than they thenuelves by <^ei«se,forwiadoai's sake. 

Nor can example hurt them ; utet th^ see 

Of vice in others but eidiaiicing more 

The diarms of virtue in their just esteem. 

If such escape contagion, and emerge . 

Pure from so foul a pool to shine abroad, 

And give the world their talents and themselves, 

Small thanks to those, whose negligence or sldth 

Exposed their inexperience to the snares 

And left them to an undirected choice. 

See then the quiver broken and decay'd, 
In which are kept our arrows ! Rusting there 
In wild disorder, and unfit for use, 
What wonder, if, discharged into the world, 
They shame their shooters with a random flight, 
Their points obtuse, and feathers drunk with wine I 
Well may the church wage unsuccessful war^ 
With such artillery arm'd. Vice parries n^ide 
The undreaded volley with a sword of straw, 
And stands an impudent and fearless mark. 

Have we not tracked the felon home, and found 
His birthplace and his dam ? The country mourns, 
Mourns because every plague that can infest 
Society, and that saps and worms the base 
Of the edifice that Policy has raised, 
Swarms in all quarters ; meets the eye, the ear, 
And suffocates the breath at every turn. 
Profusion breeds them ; and the cause itself 
Of that calamitous mischief has been found : 
Found too where most offensive, in the skirts 
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Of the robed pedagogue I Else let the arraigned 
Stand up unconsciouB, and refute the charge 
So when the Jewish leader stretch'd his arm, 
And waved his rod divine, a race obscene^ 
Spawned in the muddy beds of Nile, came forth, 
Polluting Egypt : gardens, fields, and plains 
Were cover'd with the pest; the streets were fill'd; 
fhe croaking nuisance lurk'd in every nook ; 
Nor palaces, nor even chambers, *seaped ; 
And the land stank — so numerous was the fry. 
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